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Tht:  previous  Edition  of  thi.s  translation  had  the 
•r'»od  fortune  to  be  received  with  favor,  not  least  so 
l>y  those  naturally  most  jealous  of  Schiller's  fame, 
and  probably  best  fitted  to  estimate  critically  a  trans- 
lator's comprehension  of  his  more  essential  charac- 
teristics— viz.,  his  own  countrymen.  In  the  present 
Edition,  no  pains  have  been  spare '2  to  correct  and 
improve  an  attempt  to  nationalize  among  us  a  poet 
whose  influence  is,  for  the  most  pa;.,  vif  an  eminent- 
ly si^iritual  and  elevated  nature  ;  and,  after  all  due  al- 
lowance for  the  disparity  of  genius  between  the  Ger- 
man and  the  English  translator,  to  obtain  for  this 
volume  a  place  amongst  those  translations  which, 
though  first  regarded  as  the  representatives  of  a  for- 
eign literature,  are  gradually  admitted  as  denizens 
of  our  own. 

The  years  that  have  passed  since  I  first  undertook 
the  translation  of  poems,  of  which  the  more  abstract 
are  not  unfrequently  obscure  even  to  German  read- 
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ers,  hnvc  addi']  something  to  my  own  acquaiutimce 
witli  the  t^tutlies  most  fiivored  by  Scliiller,  as  well  as 
frith  tho  subtleties  of  tho  Innguage  he  employs. 
They  have  udJetl,  also,  something  of  more  familiar 
practice  in  poetical  composition  ;  and  hence,  wheth- 
er tc  approach  more  nearly  than  before  to  the  mean- 
ing of  the  original,  or  to  confer  a  more  polished  fa- 
cility on  my  own  version,  many  of  tho  translations 
have  leen  wholly  rcwrirten,  most  of  them  carefully 
n-touched.  My  general  practice  has  been  to  trans 
late,  line  by  line,  and  as  literally  as  the  transfer  of 
thought  from  the  verse  of  one  language  into  tho  verse 
of  another  will  permit.  I  have  very  rarely  departed 
from  this  rule,  except  where  it  seemed  expedient  to 
give  more  distinct  force  to  the  poet's  leading  idea; 
or  where,  in  obscurer  passages,  it  became  necessary 
to  translate  the  meaning  as  well  as  the  words.  For 
it  sometimes  happens  that  a  construction  literally 
verbal  may  bo  essentially  unfaithful,  render  the  sense 
unintelligible,  or  leave  it  exposed  to  total  miscon- 
•  eption — a  danger  of  which  Schiller  himself  was 
BD  aware,  that,  in  his  correspondence,  he  takes  pages 
lt>  explain  what  he  desired  to  imply  in  a  line.  In 
Buoh  more  diflicult  passages  I  have  diligently  rccon- 
•ulted  the  best  German  authorities  and  I  have  again 
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to  record  my  especial  obligations  to  thy  distinguished 
critic  to  whom  this  translation  is  inscribed. 

I  have  also  for  the  most  part  adhered  to  the  metres 
m  the  original,  except  where  they  would  be  unmusi- 
cal tC'  an  English  ear,  or  where  they  would  have  im- 
pressed our  English  associations  with  a  sound  at  va- 
riance with  the  object  of  the  poet. 

In  such  variations  I  have  sought  to  select  the 
metres  which  Schiller  might  have  sanctioned  hud  ho 
been  as  well  acquainted  with  our  language  and  its 
poetical  forms  as  an  English  translator  may  presume 
to  be. 

My  boldest  deviation  has  been  in  the  substitution 
of  familiar  modern  metres  for  the  rhymeless  hexa- 
meter or  pentameter  which  Schiller  has  occasionally 
employed,  against  the  impulse  of  his  better  taste,* 
and  which,  just  as  the  German  poets  are  recovering 
from  a  barbarous  affectation  that  no  genius  could 
establish  into  lasting  precedent,  certain  very  eminent 
writers  have  sought  to  introduce  into  the  English  lan- 
guage. Monstrum,  horrendum,  informe,  ingens  !  I 
hold  it  a  sufficient  excuse  for  this  license,  in  an  at 
tempt  to  render  a  German  poet  into  English  verse, 

*  "I  have  bought  Voss's  translation  of  the  Odyssey,  and  it  is  truly 
tdmirable,  with  the  exception  of  the  hexameters,  tchich  I  eaniiOt 
put  uptcilh."' — SoniLLEK's  CotTespondenee  icilh  Kuuner. 
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thilt  noteveuthe  admirablegeniusof  Professor  Long 
fcllo\v,  nor  the  exquisite  sense  of  classic  rbjtbin  and 
cadence  whicli  prevades  Mr.  Lockliart's  specimens 
of  translation  from  Homer  into  hexameters,  has  been 
able  to  make  pentameter  or  hexameter  a  metre  pop- 
ularly recognized  as  an  English  verse  by  our  reading 
public. 

I  shall  net  here  enforce  the  ordinary  objection  to 
an  attempt  at  the  adoption  of  classic  metres ;  viz., 
the  want  in  our  modern  languages  of  the  syllabic 
quantity,  which  is  of  such  metres  the  alleged  funda- 
mental laTT.  My  belief  in  the  failure  of  the  attempt 
rests  upon  far  broader  ground,  and  involves  a  diffi- 
culty which,  I  think,  may  account  to  the  eminent 
writers  1  have  referred  to,  if  they  are  admired  in  spite 
of  their  hexameters,  and  not  on  account  of  them. 
The  essential  charm  of  verse  is  in  its  harmony  with 
our  previous  associations.  V/hen  we  liear  a  rhythm 
that  we  perceive  at  once  to  be  musical,  it  is  that  il 
strikes  upon  keys  which  we  have  already  recognized 
us  music.  But  we  have  no  more  associations  with 
hexameters  and  pentameters  in  English  verse,  than 
Ovid  and  Tyrtaus  would  have  with  the  rhymes  of  the 
Irish  melodies.  Every  distinct  race  has  its  own  dis 
liuct  forms  of  verse,  according  to  Its  hereditarv  a? 
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sociations  ;  and  it  is  difficult  even  to  give  to  a  metre 
with  whict  it  is  already  familiar,  the  signification 
which  that  metre  tiikcs  in  another  tongue.  That 
measure  which  in  France  is  dedicated  to  the  march 
of  the  epic  and  the  swell  of  the  tragic  rhyme,  is  only 
associated  in  English  minds  with  a  tripping  rounde- 
lay or  a  jovial  ballad.  The  peculiar  characteristic 
of  Racine  in  the  pomp  of  his  line,  would  vanish  at 
once  from  an  English  verse  of  the  same  measure. 
The  heroic  line  in  one  country  can  best  be  rendered 
by  the  heroic  line  in  another.  Why? — simply  be- 
cause the  line  must,  in  order  to  produce  the  same 
effect  on  either  audience,  consult  the  previous  asso- 
ciations which  custom  has  peculiarized  to  each.  It 
will  therefore  rarely  happen — when  a  language  has 
made  considerable  progress,  its  poetry  received  form 
and  substance,  and  the  measures  adopted  by  its  poets 
have  become  familiar  to  our  ears  and  interwoven  with 
our  notions  of  melody — that  a  ncAv  metre,  wholly  dif- 
fcrent  in  form  and  construction,  will  be  permanently  g 

and  popularly  received.     It  may  have  its  hour  of  s 

fashion,  like  any  other  novelty — may  please  as  a  dis-  | 

play  of  ingenuity — and,  if  unfortunately  used  by  a  ;i 

real  poet,  will  command  its  short-lived  crowd  of  im-  i 

itators  ;  but  it  will  more  probably  obstruct  the  ])oei 
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who  employs  it,  in  his  passage  to  the  future,  than 
win  its  own  way  to  our  reluctant  love.  I  have  not, 
therefore,  employed  the  spurious  classical  metro  em- 
ployed by  Schiller  in  "  The  Walk"  and  some  cthei 
poems,  for  the  same  reasons  that  I  would  not  employ 
it  in  translating  Ovid  or  Tibullus.  I  employ  a  line 
of  that  length  which  the  best  English  poets  of  a  for- 
mer century  adopted,  when  they  had  hexameters  or 
pentameters  to  translate,  but,  in  the  poem  of  "The 
Walk,"  with  a  greater  freedom  of  rhyme  than  our 
own  alternate  elegiac  quatrain  or  heroic  couplet,  be- 
cause such  freedom  seemed  necessitated  by  the  quick 
succession  of  scenes  presented,  and  the  general  spir- 
it of  the  whole  composition. 

In  this  Edition  I  have  retained  the  general  arrange- 
ment adopted  in  the  first.  In  the  received  Editions 
of  the  original,  Schiller's  poems  are  classed  in  three 
divisions,  according  as  they  were  composed  in  the 
three  periods,  which  biographers  have  regarded  as 
the  great  epochs  of  his  life.  These  divisions  have 
not  been  confounded  in  the  translation,  but  the  order 
in  which  they  are  classified  in  the  German  Editions 
is  reversed — the  poems  composed  in  the  periods  of 
mature  development  placed  first,'  those  written  in 

•  And  In  this  division  I  have  not  given  to  each  poem  the  ;>lace  it 
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the  period  of  struggle  and  transition  next,  those  in 
that  of  early  youth  last.  It  would  not  be  doing  jus- 
tice to  Schiller,  in  introducing  him  to  the  English 
public,  to  give  to  his  most  iinporfect  pcrforinancea 
the  place  of  honor;  and  perhaps,  as  a  general  rule, 
it  is  always  most  interesting  to  follow  the  stream  to 
its  source  than  to  track  from  the  turbid  stream  the 
smoothness  of  the  after-current. 

Mr.  Carlyle'  has  quoted,  with  ^some  approval,  a 
pert  phrase,  "that  readers,  till  their  twenty-fifth  year, 
usually  prefer  Schiller ;  after  their  twenty-fifth  year, 
Goethe."  If  Herder  and  Novalis  are  right  in  their 
belief  that  the  true  elements  of  wisdom  and  poetry 
are  found  freshest  and  purest  in  the  young,  this  is 
no  disparagement  to  Schiller.  It  is,  certainly,  only 
in  proportion  as  the  glow  for  ail  that  is  noble  in 
thought  and  heroic  in  character  fades  from  the  weak- 
er order  of  mind,  amidst  the  cavils,  disgusts,  and 
scepticism  of  later  life,  that  the  halo  around  the  gen- 
ius of  Schiller,  which  is  but  a  reflection  of  all  that 
is  noble  and  heroic,  wanes  also  into  feebler  lustre. 

occupies  in  the  editions  of  the  original.  This  deviation  requires  no 
excuse.  The  poems  are  not  printed  in  the  German  editions  accord- 
ing to  chronological  or  systematic  arrangement,  and  a  translator  is 
therefore  left  at  full  liberty  to  select  tht^  order  which  appears  to  him 
to  give  the  most  relief  and  variety. 
*  Carltlk''8  M.'scellanie-i,  vol.  iii.,  p.  C5. 
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Fortbb  stronger  nature,  wliicL  still  '-feels  a«!  the  en 
thusiast,  while  it  learn?  to  see  as  the  world -\vi,-;e,' 
there  is  no  conceivable  reason  wliy  Schiller  should 
charm  los3  in  maturity  than  youth.  Goethe  may 
[ile-ase  a  reader  more  in  proportion  as  his  mind  can 
embrace  a  wider  circumference  in  life ;  but  unles>^ 
his  mind  loses  in  elevation  what  it  gains  in  expansion, 
his  eye  will  still  turn  with  as  fond  a  worship  to  the 
lofty  star,  which  is  not  less  holy  than  the  sun-light, 
though  it  loss  fills  the  atmosphere  immediately  around 
us.  May  1  be  permitted  here  to  add,  that  I  am  ten 
years  older  than  I  was  Avhen  I  begun  the  study  of 
Schiller  ? — since  then  I  have  investigated,  with  some 
critical  care,  the  characteristics  of  those  poets  whom 
the  world  ranks  amongst  its  greatest,  and  my  admi- 
ration for  Schiller  is  more  profound  and  reverential 
than  ever.  Nor  do  I  think  that  Horace  himself,  in 
his  Odes^  is  more  emphatically  the  representative  of 
classic  civilization,  in  his  perceptions  of  sensuous 
beauty,  and  his  inimitable  grace  of  form,  than  Schil 
ler,  in  the  collection  of  Poems  here  translated,  is  the 
representative  of  the  civilization  of  Northern  Man- 
hood and  Christian  sentiment.  Schiller  is  the  type 
of  modern  thought  even  in  the  faults  imputed  to  him 

»  See  "Li?hl  <»nd  "VT^rnith."  \<.  lOi 
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fts  poet — VIZ..  Mr.  iiwliffcrcnce  to  form  in  compnrisoTi 
to  Piibstancc,  a  pfipotnal  dcsiro  to  scarcli,  tlirough 
all  plji'Tiojnona  ."JiiUinittt'i.]  tn  contom})lation,  for  au 
ideal  beauty  or  an  abstract  truth,  and  that  noble  •ex- 
travaganco  in  the  estimate  of  Art,  and  m  the  respect 
for  human  dignity,  not  unnatural  to  those  taui^ht,  by 
influence  of  race  and  creed,  to  regard  Art  as  a  celes- 
tial teacher — Man  as  an  immortal  soul. 

I  conclude  these  remarks  with  the  folloiivlng  ex- 
tracts from  a  critie.-.l  connnentary  on  S<-hillcr,  pre- 
fixed to  the  former  Edition  : 

"It  is  in  the  ccdh'ction  of  his  minor  poems  that 
Schiller's  true  variety  is  best  seiMi — a  variety  not  of 
character  but  of  thmight,  (tf  sentiment,  of  fancy,  of 
diction,  and  of  metre.  No  single  specimens  of  his 
poems  can  give  any  accurate  idea  of  the  excellence 
of  the  whole.  -  It  is  the  predominant  merit  of  this 
collection  tluit  it  conveys  the  most  transparent  ex- 
position of  the  poet ;  its  contents  are  the  confessions 
of  his  soul,  as  well  as  the  exercises  of  his  genius. 
For,  with  a  little  modification,  what  Jean  Paul  said 
of  Herder  may  be  said  of  Schiller — '  that  he  was  less 
a  Poet  than  a  Poem ;'  and,  therefore,  all  his  poetry 
«Lould  be  rtudied  as  illustrations  of  the  Human  Poem 

"—Schiller  himself  I     Through  the  exuberant  varleiv 
2 
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of  his  verso  is  discernible,  as  an  elementarj  and  li;ir 
monious  principle,  a  character  singularly  frank, 
thoughtful,  elevated  and  pure ;  hence,  as  with  some 
great  orator,  favorite  thoughts  are  often  repeated, 
locause  the  earnestness  of  the  man  desires  certain, 
truths  to  be  impressed  upon  the  memory.  It  is  not 
till  we  have  concluded  the  entire  collection  that  we 
can  thoroughly  appreciate  each  single  poem,  or  com- 
prehend, in  all  its  phases,  the  lofty  nature  of  the 
poet.  Here,  better  than  in  all  biographies,  may  be 
traced  the  development  of  a  great  and  laborious 
mind:  The  exuberant  fire  of  the  First  Period;  the 
subdued  melody  of  the  Second,  whether  in  joy  or  in 
doubt,  in  sorrowful  passion  or  the  first  glimpses  oi 
serene  Art ;  the  fullness  of  ripened  knowledge,  the 
calm  repose  of  mature  genius,  which  characterize  the 
Third — all  reflect,  as  in  a  glass,  the  changes  of  a  pro- 
gressive career,  the  development  of  a  nature  striving 

for  improvement,  as  a  plant  for  the  light 

.  .  .  As  in  the  Life  of  Schiller  the  student  may 
gather  noble  and  useful  lessons  of  the  virtue  of  man- 
ly perseverance— of  the  necessity  of  continued  self- 
cultivation — of  the  alliance  between  labor  and  suc- 
cess— ^between  honesty  and  genius — so  in  his  Poems 
there  is  that  which  no  deficiency  in  the  translator  can 
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prevont  from  being  living  and  distinct — a  groat  and 
forcible  intellect  ever  appealing  to  the  best  feelings — 
ever  exalting  those  whom  it  addresses — ever  intent 
apon  strengthening  man  in  his  struggles  with  his 
destiny,  and  uniting  with  a  golden  chain  the  outer 
world  and  the  inner  to  the  Celestial  Throne.  The 
beauty  of  diction,  the  harmony  of  cadence,  may  es- 
cape the  translator.  But  Schiller's  poetry  is  less  in 
form  than  in  substance — less  in  subtile  elegance  of 
words  than  in  robust  healthfulness  of  thought,  which, 
like  man  himself,  will  bear  transplanting  to  every 
clime.  The  vocation  of  his  Muse  is  a  Keligious  Mis- 
sion ;  she  loses  not  her  spiritual  prerogative,  though 
shorn  of  her  stately  pageantry,  and  despoiled  of  her 
festive  robes.  Her  power  to  convert  and  to  enlight- 
en, to  purify  and  to  raise,  depends  not  on  tlie  splen- 
dor of  her  appearance,  but  on  the  truths  that  shfi 
proclaims." 
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THE    DIYER; 

A   BALLAD. 

Ttt!  oripnnl  of  the  story  on  which  Schiller  has  foJincled  thisballafl. 
matcnless  pcrhnps  for  the  power  and  jrranilciir  of  its  <1oscrii)tioii9,  M 
to  be  fonnd  in  Kircher.  Acconlinir  to  the  true  principles  of  imitjitiv* 
art,  Schiller  has  i)reservc«!  ail  tiiut  is  striking  in  the  Icgcnf',  and  en- 
xiobled  all  that  is  commonplace.  The  name  of  the  Diver  was  Nict 
olas.  snrnamed  ihe  Fisli.  The  Kin?  ajipcars,  acconling  to  lloffmcis- 
ters  probable  conjectures,  to  have  been  either  Frederic  I.  or  Froderio 
II.  of  Sicily.     Date  from  1295  to  13TT. 

♦'  /^H,  where  is  the  kniglit  or  the  squire  so  bold, 
Vy  As  to  dive  to  the  howling  charybdis  below  ? — 

I  cast  in  the  whirlpool  a  goblet  of  gold, 
And  o'er  it  already  the  dark  waters  flow ; 

Whoever  to  me  may  the  goblet  bring, 

Shall  have  for  his  guerdon  that  gift  of  his  King." 

Ilf  spoke,  and  the  cup  from  the  terrible  steep. 
That,  rugged  and  hoary,  hung  over  the  verge 

Of  the  endless  and  measureless  world  of  the  deep, 
Swirl'd   into  the   maelstrom    that  maddened   the 
surge. 

"  And  where  is  the  diver  so  stout  to  go— 

I  ask  ye  again — to  the  deep  below?" 
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And  the  kni;::lits  and  the  squires  that  gather'd  around. 

Stood  silent — and  fix'd  on  the  ocean  their  ejes; 
They  hooked  on  the  dismal  and  savage  Profound. 

And  tho  peril  chill'd  back  every  thought  of  the 
prize. 
And  thrice  spoke  the  Monarch — "  The  cup  to  win. 
Is  there  never  a  wight  who  will  venture  in  ?" 

And  all  as  before  heard  in  silence  the  King- 
Till  u  youth  with  an  aspect  unfearing  but  gentle, 

'Mid  the  tremulous  squires — stept  out  from  the  ring 
Unbuckling  his  girdle,  and  doffing  his  mantle  ; 

^,.nd  the  murmuring  crowd,  as  they  parted  asunder. 

On  the  stately  boy  cast  their  looks  of  wonder. 

As  he  strode  to  the  marge  of  the  summit,  and  gave 
One  glance  on  the  gulf  of  that  merciless  main, 

Lo  !  the  wave  that  for  ever  devours  the  wave. 
Casts  roiiringly  up  the  charybdis  again  ; 

And  as  with  the  swell  of  the  far  thunder  boom. 

Hushes  foamingly  forth  from  the  heart  of  the  glocm. 

And  it  bubbles  and  seethes,  and  it  liisscs  and  roars, 
As  when  fire  is  with  water  comraix'd  and  contend- 
ing. 

And  the  spray  of  its  wrath  to  the  welkin  up-soars. 
And  flood  upon  flood  Imrrics  on,  never  ending; 

And  it  never  will  rest,  nor  from  travail  be  free. 

Like  a  sea  that  is  laboring  the  birth  of  a  sea. 
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Yet,  at  longth,  comes  a  lull  o'er  the  mighty  commo- 
tion, 
And  dark  through  the  whiteness,  and  still  through 
the  swell, 
The  whirlpool  cleaves  downward  and  downward  in 
ocean 
A  jawning  abyss,  like  the  pathway  to  hell; 
Tlie  stiller  and  darker  the  farther  it  goes, 
Suck'd  into  that  smoothness  the  breakers  repose. 

The  youth  gave  his  trust  to  his  Maker !     Before 
That  path  through  the  riven  abyss  closed  again, 

Hark  I  a  shriek  from  the  gazers  that  circle  the  shore, — 
And,  behold  !  he  is  whirl'd  in  the  grasp  of  the  main  I 

And  o'er  him  the  breakers  mysteriously  roll'd, 

And  the  giant- mouth  closed  on  the  swimmer  so  bold. 

All  was  still  on  the  height,  save  the  murmur  that  went 
From  the  grave  of  the  deep,  sounding  hollow  and 
fell, 
Or  save  when  the  tremulous  sighing  lament 

Thrill'd  from  lip  unto  lip,   "Gallant  youth,  fare- 
thee-well!" 
^lore  hollow  and  more  wails  the  deep  on  the  ear — 
More  dread  and  more  dread  grows  suspense  in  its  fear. 

If  thou  shouldst  in  those  waters  thy  diadem  fling, 
And  cry,  •'  Who  may  find  it  shall  win  it  and  wear ;" 
od  wot,  though  the  prize  were  the  crown  of  a  king— 
A  crown  at  such  hazard  were  valued  too  dear. 
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Por  never  shall  lips  of  the  living  reyeal 

What  the  deeps  thiit  howl  yonder  in  terror  conceal. 

Oh,  many  a  bark,  to  that  breast  grappled  fasU 
Has  gone  «lown  to  the  fearful  and  fathomless  graee ; 

Again,  crash'd  together  the  keel  and  the  mast, 
To  be  seen  tost  aloft  in  the  glee  of  the  wave ! 

Like  tho  growth  of  a  storm  ever  louder  and  clearer, 

Grows  the  roar  of  the  gulf  rising  nearer  and  nearer. 

And  it  bubbles  and  seethes,  and  it  hisses  and  roars, 
As  when  fire  is  with  water  conmiix'd  and  contend- 
ing ; 
And  the  spray  of  its  wrath  to  the  welkin  np-soars. 

And  flood  upon  flood  hurries  on,  never  ending, 
And  as  with  tho  swell  of  the  far  thunder-boom, 
Rushes  roaringly  forth  from  the  heart  of  tho  gloom. 

And,  lo  I  from  the  heart  of  that  far-floating  gloom. 

Like  the  wing  of  the  cyguet — what  gleams  on  tho 
sea  1 
Lo  !  en  arm  and  a  neck  glancing  up  from  the  tomb  i — 

Steering  stalwart  and  shoreward  :   0  joy,  it  is  he  I 
Tho  left  hand  is  lifted  in  triumph  ;  behold, 
It  waves  as  a  tropliy  the  goblet  of  gold  ' 

And  h«i  breathed  deep,  and  he  breatned  long, 
And  he  greeted  the  heavenly  delight  of  the  day. 

rhey  gaze  on  each  other— they  shout  as  they  throug— 
"  He  lives — lo,  the  ocean  has  reud<^r'd  its  prey ! 
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And  safe  from  the  whirlpool  and  free  from  the  grave, 
Comes  back  to  the  daylight  the  soul  of  the  bravft!** 

And  ho  comes,  with  the  crowd  in  their  clamor  and 
glee ; 
And  the  goblet  liis  daring  has  won  from  the  water. 
He  lifts  to  tiie  King  as  he  sinks  on  his  knee  ; — 
And  the  King  from  her  maidens  has  beckon'd  his 
daughter. 
She  pours  to  the  boy  the  bright  wine  which  they 

bring, 
And  thus  spoke  the  Diver — *'  Long  life  to  the  King  ! 

**  Happy  they  whom  the  rose-hues  of  daylight  rejoice, 
The  air  and  the  sky  that  to  mortals  are  given ! 

May  the  horror  below  nevermore  find  a  voice — 
Nor  Man  stretcttoo  far  the  wide  mercy  of  Heaven  I 

Nevermore — nevermore  may  he  lift  from  the  sight 

The  veil  which  is  woven  with  Terror  and  Night ! 

*  Quick  bright'ning  like  light'ning  the  ocean  rush'd 
o'er  me. 
Wild  floating,  borne  down  fathom-deep  from  the 
day; 
Till  a  torrent  rush'd  out  on  the  torrents  that  bore  me 

And  doubled  the  tempest  that  whirl'd  me  away. 
Vain,  vain  was  my  struggle — the  circle  had  wonnie, 
Round  and  round  in  its  dance  the  mad  element  spun 
me. 
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"B'rom  tho  doop  thon  I  callM  upon  God — and  Tie 
lieard  me, 
In  the  dread  of  my  need,  He  vouchsafed  to  mme 
eye 
A  rock  jutting  out  from  the  grave  that  interr  d  mo ; 
I  sprung  there,  I  clung  there — and  Death  paes'd 
me  by. 
And,  lo  !  where  the  gobk't  gleani'd  througli  the  abys3, 
By  a  coral  reef  saved  from  the  far  Fathomless  • 

"Below,  at  the  foot  of  that  precipice  drear. 

Spread  the  gloomy  and  purple  and  [)athless  Ob- 
scure ! 
A  silence  of  Horror  that  slept  on  tho  ear. 

That  the  eye  more  appall'd  might  the  Horror  en- 
dure ! 
Salamander,  snake,  dragon — vast  reptiles  that  dwell 
In  the  deep — coil'd  about  the  grim  jaws  of  theirhell. 

"  Dark  crawl'd,  glided  dark  the  unspeakable  swarms 
Clump'd  together  in  masses,  misshupen  and  vast ; 
Here  clung  and  here  bristled  the  fashionless  forms  ; 
Here  the  dark-moving  bulk  of  the  Hanmier-fish 
pass'd  ; 
And,  with  teeth  grinning  white  and  a  menacing  mo- 
tion. 
Went  the  terrible  Shark — the  Hyaena  of  Ocean. 

•  There  I  hung,  and  the  awe  gather'd  icily  o'er  me. 
So  far  from  the  earth,  where  man's  help  there  was 
Qono ! 
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The  One  Human  Thing,  with  the  Goblins  before  iq 

Alone — in  a  loneness  so  ghastly — aloxe! 
Deep  under  the  reach  of  the  sweet  living  breath, 
And  begirt  with  the  broods  of  the  desert  of  Death. 

*'  Methought,  as  I  gazed  through  tne  darKness.  tnat 
now 
It'    saw — a   dread   hundred -limb'd    creature—  its 
prey ! 
And  darted,  devouring ;  I  sprang  from  the  bough 

Of  the  coral,  and  swept  on  the  horrible  way ; 
And  the  whirl  of  the  mighty  wave  seized  me  once 

more, — 
It  seized  me  to  save  me,  and  dash  to  the  shoro." 

On   the  youth  gazed  the  Monarch,   and  marverd: 
quoth  he, 
"  Bold  Diver,  the  goblet  I  promised  is  thine ; 
And  this  ring  will  I  give,  a  fresh  guerdon  to  thee — 
Never  jewels   more  precious   shone  up  from  the 
mine — 
If  thou'lt  bring  me  fresh  tidings,  and  venture  again. 
To  say  what  lies  hid  in  the  innermost  main  ?" 

Then  outspake  the  daughter  in  tender  emotion — 
"  Ah !  father,  my  father,  what  more  can  there  rest  ? 

Enough  of  this  sport  with  the  pitiless  ocean — 
lie  has  served  thee  as  none  would,  thyself  hast 
confest. 

If  nothing  can  slake  thy  wild  thirst  of  desire. 

Let   thy  knights  put    to   shame  the  exploit  of  the 


sq  uire 
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The  Kiug  seized  the  goblet,  he  swung  it  on  high, 

AnJ  whirling,  it  fell  in  the  roar  of  the  tide; 
•  But  .ring  back  that  goblet  again  to  my  eye. 
And  I'll  hold  thee  the  dearest  that  rides  by  mj 
side ; 
And  thine  arms  shall  embrace  as  thy  bride,  I  decree. 
The  maiden  whose  pity  now  pleadeth  for  thee." 

And  heaven,  as  he  listened,  spoke  out  from  the  space, 
And  the  hope  that  makes  heroes  shot  flame  from 
his  eyes; 

He  gazed  on  the  blush  in  that  beautiful  face — 
It  pales — at  the  feet  of  her  father  she  lies! 

How  priceless  the  guerdon  I — a  moment,  a  breath. 

And  headlong  he  plunges  to  life  and  to  death! 

They  hear  the  loud  surges  sweep  back  in  their  sw«->il 
Their  coming  the  thunder-sound  heralds  along ' 

Fond  eyes  yet  are  tracking  the  spot  where  he  fell. 
They  come,  the  wild  waters,  in  tumult  and  throng. 

Roaring  up  to  the  clifi"— roaring  back  as  before, 

But  no  wave  ever  brings  the  lost  youth  to  the  shore  ! 

'  "  Und  es  tcallet.  und  aiedet^und  hrniiset,  undzischt,"'  &c.  Goethe 
was  iiarticiil;irly  blriick  wiiti  tlie  trutlifulncssof  tliose  lines,  of  which 
his  persona!  obscrvatioii  at  ihe  Fulls  of  ihoKLine  enabled  him  to  judge. 
ir(»h.ilur  modestly  owns  his  obliu'ations  to  Homer's  description  of 
Chraybdis,  Odyss.  lib.  12.  The  property  ot  the  '..lirlicr  order  of  iia- 
»|p.naiion  toretl.ct  truth,  thonirh  not  raiiiiliar  tu  exptriecco.  is  sIkl^u- 
Iwly  illustrated  iu  th>3  dcscriplion.  Schill«»r  had  liover  seen  e\er.  » 
WfcterJttU. 

■•'  "  l>u  Kodi'it  heran,'"  &.c.  The  It  in  the  original  has  been  great- 
ly adjulred.  The  poet  thus  vaguely  represents  the  fabulous  ini» 
shapco  monster,  tho  Poly[>us  of  the  ancients. 
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NOTE. 

This  Ballad  is  the  first  composed  by  Schiller,  if  we  except 
his  early  and  ruder  lay  of  "  Count  Eberhard,  the  Quarrel- 
ier,"  which  really,  however,  has  more  of  the  tiue  old  ballad 
Bpirit  about  it  than  those  grand  and  artistical  tales  elabora 
ted  oy  his  riper  genius,  and  belonging  to  a  school  of  poetry 
to  which  the  ancient  Ballad-singer  certainly  never  pretended 
to  aspire.  The  old  Ballad  is  but  a  simple  narrative,  without 
any  symbolical  or  interior  meaning ;  but  in  most  of  the  per- 
formances to  which  Schiller  has  given  the  name  of  Ballad,  a 
certain  purpose,  not  to  say  philosophy,  in  conception,  raises 
the  Narrative  into  Dramatic  dignity.  Rightly,  for  instance, 
has  "  The  Diver"  been  called  a  Lyrical  Tragedy  in  two  Acta 
— the  first  Act  ending  with  the  disappearance  of  the  hero 
amidst  the  whirlpool :  and  the  conception  of  th3  contest  of 
Man's  will  with  physical  nature,  together  with  the  darkly 
hinted  moral  not  to  stretch  too  far  the  mercy  of  heaven,  be- 
long in  themselves  to  the  design  and  the  ethics  of  Tragedy. 

There  is  another  peculiarity  in  the  art  which  SchUler  em- 
ploys upon  his  narrative  poems.  Though  he  usually  eiiters 
at  once  on  the  interest  of  his  story,  and  adopts  for  the  most 
part  the  simple  and  level  style  of  recital,  he  selects  a  subject 
admitting  naturally  of  some  striking  picture,  upon  which 
he  lavishes  those  resources  of  description  that  are  only  at 
the  command  of  a  great  poet ;  thus  elevating  the  ancient 
ballai,  not  only  into  something  of  the  Drama  by  conception, 
but  into  something  of  the  Epic  by  execution.  The  reader 
will  recognize  this  peculiaiity  in  the  description  of  the 
Chii."}  bdis  and  the  Abyss  in  the  Ballad  he  has  ju6t  concluded, 
in  that  of  the  Storm  in  "liero  and  Lcander,"  of  the  Forge 
and  the  Catholic  Ritual  in  "Fridoliu,"  of  the  Furies  in  the 
"  Cmnes  of  Ibycus,"  ifcc.  We  have  the  more  drawn  the 
reader's  notice  to  these  distinctions  between  the  simple 
ballad  of  the  ancient  minstrels  and  the  artistical  narratives 
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THE    GLOVE; 

A     T  A  L  S. 

Thb  original  of  this  well-known  story  is  in  St.  Fois— 2^flf  8ur 
Pari*:  date,  the  reign  of  Francis  I. 

BEFORE  his  lion-court, 
To  see  the  griesly  sport, 
Sate  the  King; 
Beside  him  group' d  his  princely  peers, 
And  dames  aloft,  in  circling  tiers. 
Wreathed  round  their  blooming  ring. 

of  Scliiller,  because  it  seems  to  us  that  our  English  critics 
arc  too  much  inclined  to  consider  that  modera  Ballad-writing 
succeeds  or  falls  in  proportion  as  it  seizes  merely  the  spirit 
of  the  ancient.  But  this  would  lower  genius  to  an  exercise 
of  the  same  imitative  ingenuity  wliich  a  schof)lboy  or  a  col- 
lege prizeman  displays  upon  Latin  lyrics — in  which  the  mer- 
it consists  in  the  avoidance  of  originality.  The  great  poet 
cannot  be  content  with  only  imitating  what  he  studies;  and 
he  suececds  really  in  proportion,  not  to  his  fidelity,  but  to 
his  innovations — that  is,  in  proportion  as  he  improvee  upon 
what  serves  him  as  a  model. 

In  the  ballad  of  "  The  Diver"  Schiller  sought  not  oily  the 
Bimple  but  the  suWime.  According  to  his  own  just  thcjrj 
—"The  main  Ingredient  of  Terror  is  the  Unknown."  He 
here  Seeks  to  accomplish  as  a  poet  what  he  had  before  per- 
ceived as  a  critic ;  and  certiiinly  the  picture  of  his  lonely 
Diver  amidst  the  horrors  of  the  Abyss  dwells  upon  the  mem- 
or}-  amongst  the  Bublimest  conceptions  of  modern  Poetry. 
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King  Francis,  where  he  sate, 

Raised  a  finger — yawned  the  gaie, 

And,  slow  from  his  repose, 

A  LION  goes ! 

Dumbly  he  gazed  around 

The  foe-encircled  ground ; 

And,  with  a  lazy  gape, 

He  stretched  his  lordly  shape, 

And  shook  his  careless  mane. 

And — laid  him  down  again ! 

A  finger  raised  the  King — 
And  nimbly  have  the  guard 
A  second  gate  unban*' d: 

Forth,  with  a  rushing  spring, 

A  TiOER-sprung! 
Wildly  the  wild  one  yell'd 
When  the  lion  he  beheld ; 
And.  bristling  at  the  look, 
With  his  tail  his  sides  he  strook. 

And  roird  his  rabid  tongue. 
In  many  a  wary  ring 
He  swept  round  the  forest-king. 
With  a  fell  and  rattling  sound; — 
And  laid  him  on  the  ground, 

Grommelling ! 
The  King  raised  his  finger;  then 
Leap'd  two  leopards  from  the  don 

With  a  bound : 
And  boldly  bounded  they 
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Wliere  tlie  crouching  tiger  lay 
Terrible ! 
And  lie  griped  the  beasts  in  his  deadly  hold! 
In  the  grim  embrace  they  grap[ded  and  rolled 
Hose  the  lion  with  a  roar! 
And  stood  the  strife  before  ; 
And  the  wild- cats  on  the  spot, 
From  the  blood-thirst,  wroth  and  hot, 
Halted  still ! 

From  the  gallery  rais'd  above, 
A  fair  hand  dropp'd  a  glove  : — 
]Midway  between  the  beasts  of  prey, 
Lion  and  tiger;  there  it  lay. 
The  winsome  lady's  glove ! 

I    Fair  Cunigonde  said,  with  a  lip  of  scorn, 

To  the  knight  Delorges — "If  the  love  you  have 

sworn 
Were  as  gallant  and  leal  as  you  boast  it  to  be, 
I  might  ask  you  to  bring  back  that  glove  to  me  !'* 

Tlie  Knight  left  the  place  where  the  lady  sate , 
The  Knight  he  has  passed  through  the  fearful  gate; 
The  lion  and  tiger  he  stoop'd  above, 
A-nd  his  fingers  have  closed  on  the  lady's  glove  \ 

All  shuddering  and  stunn'd,  they  beheld  him  ther 
The  noble  knights  and  the  ladies  fair; 
But  loud  was  the  joy  and  the  praise  the  while 
He  bore  back  the  glove  with  his  tranquil  smile' 
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With  a  tender  look  in  her  softening  eyes, 
That  promised  reward  to  his  warmest  sighs, 
Fair  Cuuigoude  rose  her  knight  to  grace — 
He  tossed  the  glove  in  the  lady's  face ! 
"Nay,  spare  me  the  guerdon,  at  least,"  quoth  he, 
And  he  left  forever  that  fair  ladye  ' 
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In  this  beautiful  ballad,  Schiller  is  but  little  indebted  to  the  true  Le- 
gend of  Toggcnbnrg,  which  is  nevertheless  well  adapted  to  Narrativo 
Poetry.  Ida,  wife  of  Ilenry  Count  of  Toggenburg,  was  suspected  by 
her  husband  of  a  guUty  attachment  to  one  of  his  vassals,  and  ordered  to 
be  thrown  fro:u  a  high  wall.  Her  life,  however,  was  miraculously 
saved;  she  lived  for  some  time  as  a  female  hermit  in  the  neighboring 
forest,  till  she  was  at  length  discovered,  and  her  innocence  recog- 
nized. She  refused  to  live  again  with  the  lord  whose  jealousy  had 
wronged  her,  retired  to  a  convent,  and  was  acknowledged  as  a  saint 
after  her  death.  This  Legend,  if  abandoned  by  Schiller,  has  found  a 
German  Poet  not  unworthy  of  its  simple  beauty  and  i)atho3.  Schil- 
ler has  rather  founded  his  poem,  which  sufficiently  tells  its  own  tale, 
upon  a  Tyrolese  Legend,  similar  to  the  one  that  yet  consecrates 
Rolandseck  and  Nonnenworth  on  the  Khine.  Hoffmeister  implies 
that, unlike  "The  Diver,"  and  some  othersofScbillcrs  ballads,  "The 
Knight  of  Toggenburg"  dispenses  with  all  intellectual  and  typical 
meaning,  draws  its  poetry  from  feeling,  and  has  no  other  purpose 
than  that  of  moving  the  heart.  Still,  upon  feeling  itself  are  founded 
those  ideal  truths  which  make  up  the  true  philosophy  of  a  Poet.  In 
these  few  stanzas  is  represented  the  poetical  chivalry  of  an  age — the 
contest  between  the  earthly  passion  and  the  religious  devotion,  which 
constantly  agitated  human  life  in  the  era  of  the  Crusades.  How  much 
of  deep  thought  has  been  employed  to  arouse  the  feelings — what  m- 
Hmate  conviction  of  the  moral  of  the  Middle  Ages,  in  the  picture  of 
the  Knight  looking  up  to  the  couyent  -of  the  i«un  bowing  calmly  to 
the  vale  { 
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KXTGHT,  a  sister's  quiet  love 
Gives  mv  heart  to  thee! 
Ask  me  not  for  other  love, 

For  it  paineth  me  I 
Cahnlj  can  I  greet  thee  now, 

Cahnlj  see  thee  go; 
Cabnlj  ever, — why  dost  tliou 
Weep  in  silence  so  ?" 

Sadly — (not  a  word  he  said  I) — 

To  the  heart  she  wrung, 
Sadly  clasped  he  once  the  maid, — 

On  his  steed  he  sprung : 
"  Up,  my  men  of  Swisserland!" 

Up  awake  the  brave ! 
Forth  they  go — the  Red-Cross  band. 

To  the  Saviour's  grave ! 

High  your  deeds,  and  great  your  fame-. 

Heroes  of  the  Tomb ! 
Glancing  through  the  carnage  came 

Many  a  dauntless  plume. 
Terror  of  the  Moorish  foe, 

Toggenburg,  thou  art! 
But  thy  heart  is  heavy!     Oh, 

Heavy  is  thy  heart! 

Heavy  was  the  load  his  breast 

For  a  twelvemonth  bore  : 
Never  could  his  trouble  rest 

And  he  left  the  shore. 
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Lo  !  a  ship  on  Joppa's  strand. 

Breeze  and  billovr  fair 
On  to  that  beloved  land. 

Where  she  breathes  the  air' 

Knocking  at  her  castle-gate 

AV^as  the  pilgrim  heard ; 
Woe  the  answer  from  the  grate  ' 

Woe  the  thunder-word  ! 
"She  thou  seekest  lives — a  Nun! 

To  the  world  she  died, 
When,  with  yester-morning's  sua, 

Heaven  receiv'd  a  Bride!" 

From  that  day,  his  father's  hall 

Ne'er  his  home  may  be; 
Helm  and  hauberk,  steed  and  all. 

Evermore  left  he ! 
Where  his  castle -crowned  hijrht 

Frowns  the  valley  down, 
Dwells  unknown  the  hermit-knight* 

In  a  sackcloth  gown. 

Rude  the  hut  he  builds  him  there, 

Where  his  eyes  may  view 
Wall  and  cloister  glisten  fair 

Dusky  lindens  through.* 
There,  when  dawn  was  in  the  skiea, 

Till  the  eve-star  shone. 
Sate  he  with  mute  wistful  eye.s, 

Sate  he  there — alone ! 
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Looking  at  the  cloister,  still, 

Looking  forth  afar, 
Looking  to  her  lattice — till 

Clink'cl  the  lattice-bar: 
Till — a  passing  glim2)se  allovv'd- 

Paused  her  image  pale, 
Calm  and  angel -mild,  and  bow'd 

Meeklj  toward  the  vale. 

Then  the  -watch  of  day  was  o'er, 

Then,  consoled  awhile, 
Down  he  lay,  to  greet  once  more 

Morning's  early  smile. 
Days  and  years  are  gone,  and  still 

Looks  he  forth  afar, 
Uncomplaining,  hoping — till 

Clinks  the  lattice-bar 

Till — a  passing  glimpse  allow'd-' 

Paused  her  image  pale. 
Calm  and  angel-mild,  and  bow'd 

Meekly  toward  the  vale. 
So,  upon  that  lonely  spot, 

Sate  he,  dead  at  last, 
With  the  look  where  life  was  not 

Toward  the  casement  cast! 

>  In  this  description  (though  to  the  best  of  our  recollection  it  h*a 
tscaped  the  vigilance  of  his  many  commentators),  Schiller  evidently 
has  his  eye  and  his  mind  upon  the  scene  of  his  early  childhood  at 
Lorch,  a  scene  to  which  in  later  life  he  was  fondly  attached.  The 
village  of  Lorch  lies  at  the  foot  of  a  hill  crowned  with  a  convent,  be 
fore  the  walls  of  which  springs  an  old  linden  or  lime  tree.  The  ruinoc 
•JttRtle  of  llohenstaufen  is  in  the  Immediate  neighborhood- 
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THE  MEETIXa. 

This  poem,  and  the  two  that  immediately  follow,  appear  to  have  been 
hisj^ired  by  Charlotte  von  Lengefeld,  whom  Schiller  afterwards  mar- 
ried, "The  Meeting"  is  the  only  one  of  Schiller's  poems  that  re- 
minds us  of  the  Italian  poets.  It  has  in  it  something  of  the  sweet 
aaannerism  of  Petrarch. 

I  SEE  her  still,  with  many  a  fair  one  nigh, 
Of  every  fair  the  stateliest  shape  appear  : 
She  seemed  a  sun  to  my  delighted  eye — 

I  stood  afar,  and  durst  not  venture  near 
Seized,  as  the  splendor  spread  before  me,  by 
The  trembling  passion  of  voluptuous  fear. 
Yet  swift,  as  borne  upon  some  hurrying  wing, 
The  impulse  snatched  me,  and  I  swept  the  string. 

What  then  I  felt — what  sung — my  memory  hence 
From  that  wild  moment  would  in  vain  invoke  ; 

It  was  the  life  of  some  discovered  sense 
That  in  the  heart's  divine  emotion  spoke ; 

Long  years  imprisoned,  and  escaping  thence 
From  every  chain,  the  SouL  enchanted  broke. 

And  found  a  music  in  its  own  deep  core, 

Unguessed  and  godlike,  that  had  slept  before. 

Not  till  the  music  long  had  died  in  space, 
Back  unto  me  the  soul  transported  came; 

And  then  I  looked  upon  that  angel  face, 

And  saw  dear  love  contend  with  charming  shame ; 

I  heard — and  heaven  descended  on  the  place  I — 
A  voice  low-murmuring  bliss  divine  proclaim  • 
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Only  again  in  yonder  choral  skies 

Can  sounds  so  sweet  my  soul  imparadise. 

**I  know  the  worth  within  the  heart  which  sigh«k 
Yet  shuns,  the  modest  sorrow  to  declare ; 

And  what  rude  fortune  niggardly  denies, 
Unto  the  noble  shall  my  love  repair. 

Still  to  the  poor  reserved  the  wealthiest  prize; 
To  cull  love's  flower  is  but  for  love  to  dare; 

The  wealthiest  treasure  to  his  lot  shall  fall 

Whose  heart,  receiving,  still  returneth,  all." 


THE    EXPECTATION. 

(DIE  EEWARTUNG.) 

Notts. — In  Schiller,  the  eight  long  lines  that  conclude  each  stanza  ol 
Jiis  charming  love-pootn,  instead  of  rhyming  alternately,  as  in  the 
translation,  chime  somewhat  to  the  tune  of  Byron's  Don  Juan — six 
rines  rhyming  with  each  other,  and  the  two  last  forming  a  separate 
jonpleL  I  have  also  made  a  slight  change  in  the  rhj  thm  of  the  short- 
er verses  in  each  stanza. 

I. 

uTTEAK  I  the  creaking  gate  unclose? 

-LX  The  gleaming  latch  uplifted  ? 
No — 'twas  the  wind  that,  whirring,  rose. 
Amidst  the  poplars  drifted ! 

"Adorn  thyself,  thou  green  leaf-bowcring  roof, 
Tiike  from  her  gracious  looks  the  only  light; 

With  shadowy  bonglis,  whose  secrets  are  star-proof 
Build  the  still  hall  and  weave  the  friendly  night ' 
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And  ye,  sweet  flatteries  of  the  delicate  air, 
Awake,  and  sport  her  rosy  check  around, 

When  their  light  weight  the  tender  feet  shall  oear, — 
When  Beauty  comes  to  Passion's  trysting-ground. 


n. 

"Hush  !   what  amidst  the  copses  crept 

So  swiftly  by  me  now  ? 
No — 'twas  the  startled  bird  that  swept 

The  light  leaves  of  the  bough  ! 

"Day,  quench  thy  torch!    Forth,  forth,  0  Night! 
All  hail 

Thee    and    thine  own  loved  Silence !      Favoring 
hour 
Spiritual,  round  us  spread  thy  purple  vail, 

And  shroud  yet  more  the  secret-guarding  bower 
Love's  paradise  vouchsafes  no  listener's  ear. 

It  flies  the  light — admits  no  eye  to  see  ; 
Hesper  alone,  the  Silent  One,  may  hear ! 

Hesper,  down-glancing,  the  sole  witness  be ' 


ni. 

"What  murmur  in  the  distance  spoke. 

And  like  a  whisper  died? 
No  ! — 'twas  the  swan  that  gently  broke 

In  rings  the  silver  tide  ! 

*•  Soft  to  my  ear  there  comes  a  music-flow ; 
With  grateful  murmur  purls  the  waterfall 
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To  Zophvr's  kiss  the  flowers  are  bending  low  •, 
All  where  I  look  exchange  delight  with  all. 

The  lich  grapes  beckon;  from  the  glossy  lair 
Of  covert  leaves  the  ripe  peach  swelling  breaka. 

Steep'd  in  the  fragrance  of  the  evening  air, 
Cool  breezes  drink  the  fever  from  my  cheek 

IV. 

*•  Hark !  throuErh  the  laurels  heai-  I  now 

A  footfall?     Comes  the  maiden? 
No, — 'twas  the  fruit  slid  from  the  bough 

With  its  own  richness  laden! 

♦•Day's  lustrous  eyes  grow  heavy  in  sweet  death, 

And  his  rich  colors  wane  in  slow  degrees ; 
The  flowers  that  shrunk  before  his  glowing  breath. 

Bold  in  the  twilight  ope  their  chalices. 
The  bright  face  of  the  moon  is  still  and  lone, 

Melts  in  vast  masses  the  world  silently ; 
Slides  from  each  charm  the  slowly-loosening  zone ; 

And  round  all  beauty,  vailless,  roves  the  eye. 

V. 

•'What  yonder  seems  to  glimmer? 

Her  white  robe's  glancing  hues? — 
No, — 'twas  the  column's  shimmer 

Athwart  the  darksome  yews  I 

•0,  longing  heart,  no  more,  d^dight  up-buoy'd 
Let  the  sweet  airy  imaire  tb^-e  befool  f 
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Tlie  arms  that  would  embrace  her  clasp  the  void. 

This  feverish  breast  no  phautom-bliss  can  cool 
0,  waft  her  here,  the  true^  the  living  one  ! 

Let  but  my  hand  her  hand,  the  tender,  feel — 
The  verv  shadow  of  her  robe  alone ! — " 

See,  where  the  vision  into  life  doth  steal! 


And  light,  as  comes,  when  least  we  ween, 
From  heaven  the  hour  of  bliss, 

\I1  gently  came  the  maid,  unseen ; — 
He  waked  beneath  her  kiss! 
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AND  not  a  word  by  her  was  spoken ; 
For  many  a  listener's  ear  was  by, 
But  sweetly  was  the  silence  broken. 
For  eye  could  well  interpret  eye. 
Soft  to  thy  green  pavilion  stealing, 

Fair  Beech,  thy  stilly  shades  I  gain; 
Oh,  veil  with  boughs  that  droop  concealing, 
Two  lovers  from  the  world  profane  ! 

Far  off,  with  dull,  unquiet  clamor, 
Labors  the  vexed  and  busy  day; 

And,  through  the  hum,  the  sullen  hammer 
Comes  heaving  down  its  heavy  way. 
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Thus  man  pursues  his  woary  calling, 
And  wrings  the  hard  life  from  the  sky, 

While  unbought  liappiucss  is  falling 
Down  from  God's  bosom  silently. 

The  charm  to  us  in  secret  granted 

May  never  mortal  step  destroy ! 
^'        For  they  whom  joy  has  ne'er  enchanted 

Are  still  the  jealous  foes  of  joy. 
Bliss  as  a  boon  the  world  denieth, 

And  thou  must  chase  her  as  the  prey; 
Insnare  or  seize  her  as  she  flieth, 

Ere  Envy  snatch  the  prize  away. 

Soft,  upon  tiptoe,  coyly  stealing, 

She  loves  the  silence  and  the  night; 
From  spies  that  watch,  her  steps  concealing; 

And  seen, — to  vanish  from  the  slight. 
0,  gird  us  round,  thou  softest  river,* 

With  broader  waters  clasp  us  round. 
And  let  thy  threatening  waves  forever 

Protect  Love's  sanctuary  ground. 

*  Probably  the  river  Saale.  on  the  banks  of  which  SckilJer  wan   *> 
suitomad  to  meet  his  Chailotte. 
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AMIDST  the  cloud-gray  deeps  afar 
The  Bliss  departed  lies; 
Yet  linger  on  one  lonely  star 

The  loving  wistful  eyes  ! 
Alas — a  star  in  truth  ! — the  light 
Shines  but  a  signal  of  the  night! 

If  lock' d  within  the  icy  chill 

Of  the  long  sleep,  thou  wert — 
My  faithful  grief  could  find  thee  still 

A  life  within  my  heart ; — 
But,  oh,  the  worse  despair  to  see 
Thee  live  to  earth,  and  die  to  me ! 

Can  those  sweet  longing  hopes,  which  make 

Love's  essence,  thus  decay  ? 
Can  that  be  love  which  doth  forsake  ? — 

That  love — which  dies  away  ? 
That  earthly  blessings  fade,  I  knew  — 
Is  light  from  Heaven  as  fading  too  .' 


■fJ4S^"-' 
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EVENING; 

FROil    A    PICTURE. 

CI  INK,  sbiuinggod — the  parched  fields  arethirsting 
O  For  the  fresh  dews ;  man  faints  with  labor  wea- 
ried. 

Falter  thy  languid  steeds ; 
Let  thy  car  sink  below ! 
See,  who  from  out  the  ocean's  crystal  waters 
Beckons  thee  smiling  I — Does  thy  heart  discern  her  ? 
Swifter  the  steeds  fly  on: 
'Tis  Thetis  beckons  thee ! 

Swift  from  the  car  springs  to  her  lov'd  embraces 
The  charioteer — the  reins  are  seized  by  Cupid. 
Still  halt  the  guideless  steeds. 
And  drink  the  cooling  wave. 
Upward  in  heaven,  with  noiseless  steps  ascending, 
Comes  balmy  Night ;  sweet  Love  her  footsteps  fol- 
lows— 

To  all  be  rest  and  love ! — 
PhcEbus  the  lover  rests. 
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THE  SHARIXG  OF  THE  EARTH 

EliE,  take  the  world  !"  cried  Jove  from  out  hi» 
heaven 

To  mortals — "  Be  7011  of  this  earth  the  heirs; 
Free  to  your  use  the  heritage  is  given ; 
Brother-like  choose  the  shares." 


H' 


Then  every  hand  stretch'd  eager  in  its  greed, 

And  busy  was  the  work  with  young  and  old ; 
The  Tiller  settled  upon  glebe  and  mead, 
The  Hunter,  wood  and  wold. 

The    Merchant    grip'd   the   store,    and   lock'd   the 
ware — 

The  Abbot  chose  the  gardens  of  the  vine — 

The  King  barr'd  up  the  bridge  and  thoroughfare. 

And  cried,  *'  The  tolls  are  mine  !" 


And  when  the  earth  was  thus  divided,  came 

Too  late  the  Poet  from  afar,  to  see 
That  all  had  proffer'd  and  had  seiz'd  their  claim — 
"  And  is  there  naught  for  me  ? 

**  Shall  I,  thy  truest  son,  be  yet  of  all 

Thy  human  children  portionless  alone  ?" 
Thus  went  his  cry,  and  Jove  beheld  him  fall 
Before  the  heavenly  throne. 

■'  If  in  the  land  of  dreams  thou  wert  abiding," 
Answered  the  God,  "  why  murmurest  thou  at  sn5 
4 
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Say,  where  wert  thou  when  earth  they  were  divid- 
The  poet  said,  *'  By  thee  ! 


*•  Upon  thy  glorious  aspect  dwelt  my  sight- 

The  music  of  thy  heaven  inthrall'd  my  ear; 
Pardon  the  soul,  if,  drunken  with  thy  light. 
It  lost  its  portion  here  !" 

"  Yet,"    answered    Jove,    "  the    world  no    more   is 
mine — 
Field,  chase,  and  mart  are  given ; — no  place  for 
thee  ! 
But  come  at  will,  since  earth  thou  must  resign. 
To  Heaven, — and  live  with  me." 


THE    POET   TO    HIS   FRIENDS  i 

WRITTEN'  AT  WEIMAR. 

FRIENDS  !  yes,  the  days  of  old 
I  grant  more  fair  than  those  that  we  behold, 
And  there  has  lived  a  race  of  loftier  worth. 
Could  even  History  cease  the  past  to  tell, 
A  thousarid  stones  that  truth  would  chronicle 
Disburied  from  the  bosom  of  the  earth. 
But  yet  that  race,  if  more  endowed  than  ours. 
Is  gone  to  dusty  graves  ' — we — we  survive. 
We  have  our  charter  in  the  present  hours. 
We  have  life's  right  to  live. 
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Suns  are  of  happier  ray 
Than  where,  not  ill,  we  while  our  life  away. 
If  the  far- wandering  traveler  speaks  aright ; 
But  much  which  Nature  hath  to  us  denied 
Art,  the  kind  friend,  has  lavishly  supplied, 
And    warm'd   our   hearts    with    sunshine   from  he? 

light ! 
Though  native  not  beneath  our  winters  keen. 
Or  bays  or  myrtle — still  our  hands  can  twine 
Wreaths  for  our  temples  of  as  fair  a  green, 

Won  from  the  clustering  vine. 

Well  may  proud  hearts  take  pleasure 
Where  the  four  Regions  interchange  their  treasure, 
And  greedy  eyes  the  Pomp  of  Trade  behold, 
Where  Thames  receives  the  thousand  sails  unfurl'd 
Which  seek  or  leave  the  market  of  the  world — 
And  in  his  splendor  reigns  the  Earth-god, — qold. 
Yet  it  is  not  the  streams, — that  hurrying  pass, 
Swell'd  by  the  rains,  and  troubled  as  they  run, 
But  the  still  waters, — that  serenely  glass 

The  image  of  the  sun.^ 

Prouder  and  more  elate 
Than  we  o'  the  North,  beside  the  Angel's  Gate* 
The  beggar  dwells,  and  sees  eternal  Rome ! 
There  to  his  gaze  the  Beautiful  is  given 
In  all  its  pomp,  and,  swelling  into  heaven, 
A  second  heaven,  St.  Peter's  wondrous  Dome. 
But  Rome  in  all  her  glory  is  a  grave. 
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The  gorgeous  sepulcher  of  perish'd  power. 
Life  onlj  breathes  in  the  fresh  plants  that  wave 
Strewn  bj  the  present  hour ! 

Elsewhere  are  nobler  things 
Than  to  our  souls  our  scant  existence  brings . 
The  New  beneath  the  sun  hath  never  been  ! 
Yet  still  we  see  each  f^rrander  elder  asre 
Bid  its  great  shades  revive  upon  the  stage — 
And  give  the  world  its  mirror  in  the  scene.* 
Life  but  repeats  itself,  all  stale  and  worn; 
Sweet  Phantasj  alone  is  young  for  ever : 
What  ne'er  and  nowhere  on  the  earth  was  born 

Along  grows  aged  never. 

J  These  lines  afi"ord  one  of  the  many  instances  of  the  peculinr  tena- 
city with  which  Schiller  retained  certain  favorite  ideas.  At  the  a?e 
of  seventeen  ho  had  said,  "  Not  on  the  stormy  sea,  bat  ou  the  calm 
and  glassy  stream,  does  the  sun  reflect  itself." — See  UofliQeiste>-,  Part 
iv.,  p.  33. 
2  St.  Peters  Church. 

•  The  signification  of  these  lines  in  the  original  has  been  disputej 
—I  accept  lloffmeister's  interpretation — Part  vi.,  p.  40. 
♦  "The  light  that  never  was  on  sea  or  land, 
The  Consecration  and  the  Poet's  Dream." 

WoanswoPTB. 


t 


THE    LONGING.  49 


THE  LONGIXG. 


HEAVY  vapors  coldlj  borer, 
Round  the  vale  I  cannot  flee ; 
Outlet  could  I  but  discover, 

Blessed  were  escape  to  me  ! 
Ever  green  in  fair  dominion, 

Yonder  bill-top  I  survey ; 
Tbitber,  could  I  find  tbe  pinion, 
Thitber  would  I  wing  my  way ! 

Hark  !  I  bear  tbe  music  ringing —     - 

Harmonies  of  beavenly  calm. 
And  tbe  gentle  Avinds  are  bringing. 

Breatbing, — bringing  down  tbe  balm. 
Yonder,  fruits  are  golden-glowing. 

Beckoning  from  tbe  leafy  sbade. 
And  tbe  blooms  tbat  tbere  arc  blowing 

Never  dotb  tbe  winter  fade. 

Beautiful  must  life  be  yonder, 

Suns  eternal  tbere  to  see, 
Airs  tbat  on  tbe  mountain  wander. 

Ob,  bow  bealing  must  tbey  bo  ! 
Yet  before  me  rolls  a  river — 

Roaringly  its  waters  roll ; 
And  its  waves,  tbat  swell  forever, 

Send  a  borror  to  my  soul. 

On  the  surge  a  boat  is  tossing ; 
But,  alas !  the  pilot  fails  ' — 
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Enter — enter,  dare  the  crossing — 
Breath  spiritual  fills  the  sails ! 

Guarantees  no  gods  concede  thee ; 
Safety  in  believing  dwells ; 

Only  miracle  can  lead  theo 
To  the  land  of  Miracles ! ' 


THE   PILGRIM. 

■*T70UTH'S  gay  spring-time  scarcely  knowing 
A      Went  I  forth  the  world  to  roam — 
And  the  dance  of  youth,  the  glowing, 

Left  I  in  my  Father's  home. 
Of  ray  birthright,  glad-believing, 

Of  my  world-gear  took  I  none, 
Credulous  as  childhood,  cleaving 

To  my  pilgrim  staff  alone. 
Goaded  forth  by  mighty  hope  in 

Dark  and  mystic  words  of  Faith, 
"  Wander  forth — the  way  is  open, 

Ever  on  the  ujDward  path — 
Till  thou  gain  the  Golden  Portal, 

Till  its  gates  unclose  to  thee, 
There  the  Earthly  and  the  Mortal, 

Deathless  and  Divine  shall  be  !" 
Night  on  Morning  stole,  and  stealeth. 

Never,  never  stand  I  still, 

*  ^Wo  kein  "Wunder    geschicht,  ist  koin  Begluckter  <a  seas 
-ScniLLKE  Das  Glitck. 
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And  the  Future  yet  concealeth. 

What  I  seek,  and  what  I  will  I 
Mount  on  mount  arose  before  me, 

Torrents  hemmed  me  everj  side, 
But  I  built  a  bridge  that  bore  me 

O'er  the  roaring  tempest-tide. 
Toward  the  East  I  rcach3d  a  river, 

On  its  shores  I  did  not  rest ; 
Faith  from  Danger  can  deliver, 

And  1  trusted  to  its  breast. 
Drifted  in  the  whirling  motion, 

Seas  themselves  around  mo  roll — 
Wide  and  wider  spreads  the  oocan. 

Far  and  farther  flies  the  goal. 
Ah  !  the  pathway  is  not  given  ; 

Ah  !  the  goal  I  cannot  near — 
Earth  will  never  meet  the  Heaven, 

Never  can  the  There  be  IIePwE  ' 

XOTE. 

The  two  poems  of  "The  Lo-nging"  and  "The  Pilgrhn'' 
Delong  to  a  chit>s  which  miw  be  said  to  allegorize  Feeliiirj. 
and  the  meaning,  agreeably  to  the  genius  of  allegory  or 
parable,  has  been  left  somewhat  obscure.  The  coramentu- 
tors  agree  in  referring  both  poems  to  the  illustration  of  the 
Ideal.  "  The  Longing"  represents  the  desire  to  escape  from 
real  world  into  the  higher  realms  of  being.  "  The  ]'il<rriin" 
represents  the  active  laljor  of  the  idealist  to  rea*:h  "  the 
Golden  Gate."  The  belief  in  what  is  beyond  Reality  ia 
necessary  to  all  Avho  would  escape  from  the  Real ;  and  io 
'The  Longing"  \i  is  intimated  that  that  belief  may  attain 


62  POEMS    AND    BALLADS    OF    SCHILLER. 

the  end.  But  the  Pilgrim,  after  all  bis  travail,  finds  tlia 
the  earth  will  never  reach  the  heaven,  and  the  lliere  never 
can  be  Here.  Man}'  readers  (especiall}'  in  England)  will  l;o 
inclined  to  give  to  the  two  poems  an  interpretation  at  once 
loltier  and  more  familiar,  and  to  regard  them  as  the  cypres 
3iou  of  the  natural  human  feeling — common  not  to  poets 
alone,  but  to  us  all — the  human  feeling  which  approaches 
to  an  instinct,  and  in  which  so  man}'  philosophers  have  re- 
cognized the  inward  assurance  of  a  hereafter,  V'z,.  the 
iesire  to  escape  from  the  coldness  and  continemcnt,  "the 
valley  and  the  cloud,"  of  actual  life,  into  the  happier  world 
which  smiles,  in  truth,  evermore  u^jon  those  who  believe 
that  it  exists :  for  the  desire  of  the  poet  is  here  identical 
with  the  desire  of  the  reii^ious  man.  He  who  louirs  for 
another  -world — only  to  be  attained  by  abstraction  from 
the  low  desires  of  this — longs  for  what  the  Christian 
strives  for. 


THE    DAXCE. 

QEE    how  the   couples   whirl   along   the    Dance's 

^         buoyant  tide ; 

And  scarcely  touch  v.-ith  winged  feet  the  floor  on 

which  they  glide, 
Oh,  are  they  flying  shadows,  from   material  forms 

set  free  ? 
Or  elfin  shapes,  whose  airy  rings  the  summer  moon 

beams  see  ? 
As,  by  the  gentle  zephyr   blown,  some    light   mist 

floes  in  air, 
Or  as  the  skiff  that  softly  rocks,  when  silver  waveji 

are  fair. 
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bo  (loth  the  docile  footstep  on  the  wave  of  measure 

bound, 
So  doth  the  form  ethereal  float  on  murmurinn:  airs 

of  sound, 
See  now,  as  if  intent  to  break  the  light  chain  of  the 

dance. 
Forth  swinging  from  the  crowded  throng  a  bolder 

pair  advance. 
The  path  they  leave  behind  them  lost — wide  opes 

the  path  beyond. 
The  way  unfolds  or  closes  up  as  by  a  magic  wand. 
Xow  snatched  from  sight — and  now  the  press  of  each 

impeding  all, 
That    moving   world's   symmetric    scheme   in   ruin 

seems  to  fall, 
No! — disentangled  glides    the   knot,  the  gay  disor- 
der ranges — 
Tl>3  only  system  ruling  here — a   grace    that   ever 

changes. 
For  aye  destroyed — for  aye  renewed,  that  charra'd 

creation  rolls 
Its  dizzy  course,  and  every  change  one  tranquil  law  a 

controls. 
Say,  what  upon  the   reeling  maze  the  restless  life 

bestows, 
Vnd  modulates  the  movement  to  the  order  of  rej)ose  ? 
I'hat  each,  a  ruler  to  himself,  doth  but  himself  obey, 
k'«it  through  the  hurrying  course  still  keeps  his  owa 

appointed  way  I 


I- 
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Would'st  kuow  ? — 'tis  Harmony  divine  ;  the  Power 

whose  sovereign  pleasure 
Compels  the  eager  bound  of  each  into    the    social 

measure. 
That  doth,  like  Nemesis,  and  with  sweet  rhythm,  the 

golden  rein,' 
The  impetuous  strength  of  wild  delight,  attuned  to 

grace,  restrain. 
And   comes   the  world's  wide   harmony  in   vain 

upon  thine  ears  ? 
The  stream  of  music  borne  aloft  from  yonder  choral 

spheres  ? 
Perceiv'st  thou  not  the  measure  Avhich  Eternal  Na- 
ture keeps  ? 
The  whirling  Dance  forever  held  in  yonder  azure 

deeps  ? 
The  suns  that  wheel  in  varying  maze? — That  mea 

sure  thou  discernest  ? 
No !  Thou    canst  honor    that   in  sport  which  thou 

forget'st  in  earnest.' 


'**Such  sweet  compulsion  doth  in  music  lie, 
To  luU  the  daughters  of  Necessity, 
And  keep  unsteady  Nature  to  her  law, 
And  the  low  world  in  measured  motion  draw, 
After  the  heavenly  tune  which  none  can  hear 
Of  human  mold,  with  gross  unpurged  ear." 

Milton's  ArcadM. 

'  This  poem  is  very  characteristic  of  the  noble  ease  with  ^hicb 
S-chiller  often  luvcs  to  surprise  the  reader,  by  the  sudden  introdue 
lion  of  matter  for  the  loftiest  reflection,  in  the  midst  of  the  most 
familiar  subjects.     What  can   bo   more  accurate  and    happy  ihaa 
ihu  poet'a  description  of  the  national  dance,  as  if  such  descr-.ptioo 
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were  liis  otiIv  object — the  outpouring,  as  it  were,  of  a  young  gal- 
lant, intoxicated  with  the  music  and  dizzy  with  the  waltz?  Sud- 
denly  and  imperceptibly  the  reader  fiuds  himself  elevated  from  a 
trivial  scene.  He  is  borne  upward  to  the  harmony  of  the  spheres, 
tad  listens  to  the  law  of  the  universe. 


THE  NADOWESSIAN   DEATH-DIRGE. 

The  idea  of  this  PotJin  is  taken  from  Carver's  Travels  throuff/i 
North  America.  Goethe  reckoned  it  amongst  Schiller's  best  poems 
of  the  kind,  and  wished  he  had  made  a  dozen  such.  But,  precisely 
because  Goethe  admired  it  for  its  ohjectivity^  "William  Von  Humboldt 
found  it  wanting  in  ideality. 

QEE  there  lie  sits,  upon  his  mat, 
^     There  still  he  sits  upright ; 
The  same  as  when  he  living  sat, 

And  looked  upon  the  light. 
But  where  the  right  hand's  strength  ?  and  where 

The  breath  that  once  did  breathe, 
To  the  Great  Spirit  aloft  in  air, 

The  pipe's  pale  vapor- wreath  ? 
And  where  the  eyes  so  falcon  clear. 

On  Avaves  of  grass  to  view 
The  faintest  track  that  wandering:  deer 

Had  left  on  blade  or  dew  ? 
Are  these  the  feet  that  could  not  flaer, 

But  bounded  through  the  snow. 
As  when,  full-antlered,  flies  the  stag. 

Or  the  light  mountain  roe  ? 
Are  these  the  arms  tliat  proudly  bore. 

And  stoutly  bent,  the  bow  ? 
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See,  limp  and  loose — their  life  is  oVr — 

See,  helpless  hang  they  now  ! 
Yet  weal  to  him — o'er  fields  he  strays. 

Where  snows  no  more  can  fall ; 
Gone  hence — to  meads  that  shine  with  maize 

Which  springs,  self-sown,  for  all. 
Where  birds  abound  on  every  brake — 

Where  forests  teem  with  deer — 
Where  swarm  the  fish  through  every  lake — 

One  chase  from  year  to  year ! 
There,  Spirits  now  he  feasts  amid — 

And  leaves  us  here  bereft. 
That  we  may  praise  the  deeds  he  did, 

And — bury  what  is  left. 
Here  bring  the  last  gifts  I — and  with  tliege 

The  last  lament  be  said  ; 
Let  all  that  pleased,  and  yet  may  please, 

Be  buried  with  the  Dead. 
Beneath  his  head  the  hatchet  hide 

That  he  so  stoutly  swung — 
And  place  the  bear's  fat  haunch  beside, 

The  journey  hence  is  long  I 
And  let  the  knife  new-sharpened  be, 

That,  on  the  battle-day. 
Shore  with  quick  strokes — he  took  but  three — 

TJie  foeman's  scalp  away ! 
The  paints  that  warriors  love  to  use 

Place  here  within  his  hand  ; 
That  he  may  shine  with  ruddy  hues 

Amidst  the  Spirit-land 


THE    ALPINE    HUNTER. 


6T 


THE   LAY   OF  THE   MOUNTAIN". 

THE   8CEXBRT    OF    GOTTUARDT    13    HEEK   PEESONIFIKD. 

TiiK  three  following bal  ads,  in  which  Switzerland  is  the  scene,  betray 
Jieir  origin  in  Schiller's  studies  for  tho  Drama  of  William  Tell. 

THE  dizzy  Bridge  hangs  o'er  the  nether  abyss, 
Life  and  death  it  goes  winding  between ; 
In  the  desolate  path,  o'er  the  lone  precipice. 

The  giants  that  threaten  are  seen  : 
That  thou  wake  not  the  Lioness,^  silently  tread — 
And  still  be  thy  breath  in  the  pathway  of  Dread . 

High  over  the  marge  springs  the  arch  that  doth  span 

The  deeps  that  lie  fearful  below; 
That  Bridge^  was  not  built  by  the  science  of  Man — 

Such  daring  did  Man  never  know  ; 
Late  and  early  the  stream  roars  beneath  it  for  ever, 
Invading  and  storming, — and  harming  it  never. 

Black  and  dreary,  a  Portal  expands  to  thy  sight. 
It  seems  like  the  Realm  of  the  Dead — 

Yet  beyond  it  there  smiles  but  a  land  of  delight, 
Where  the  Spring  with  the  Autumn  is  wod. 

Ah,  if  to  that  valley  of  bliss  I  could  gain 

From  this  life,  ever  weary  with  trouble  and  pain 

Below,  to  the  plain  (ever  hidden  their  source). 

Four  Rivers  rush  roaringly  forth — 
The  fourfold  divisions  of  earth  for  their  course; 

The  east  and  the  west — south  and  north. 
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Oil,  fast  as  ihoj  spring  from  their  mother,  they  rear. 
Forth  flying  and  rushing,  and  lost  evermore. 

Two  peaks  rise  aloft  in  the  blue  of  the  air. 
O'er  the  world  that  to  mortals  is  given; 

Veil'd  in  vapors  of  gold,  dance  eternally  there 
The  Clouds, — silent  Daughters  of  Heaven ! 

And  tliere,  where  no  breath  of  the  earthborn  may 
breathe, 

Their  dance  in  the  solitude  noiseless  they  wreathe. 

High,  and  bright  to  behold,  sits  a  Queen  ;   looking 
down 

From  a  throne  never  tlireatened  by  time,' 
And  wondrous  the  diamonds  that  blaze  in  the  crown 

That  encircles  her  tem.ples  sublime. 
Tlie  sun  shoots  his  arrows  of  light  on  that  form, 
But  he  only  can  gild  it — he  never  can  warm. 

'  The  Lioness — (Loicin  for  Laxcine) — the  avalanche.  The  giauu 
In  the  preceding  line  are  the  roclcs  that  overhang  the  pass,  whie'o 
winds  now  to  the  right,  now  to  the  left,  of  a  roaring  stream, 

2  The  DeviFs  Bridge.     The  Land  of  Delight  (called  in   Tell  '•  a  se 
rcne  valley  of  joy"'),  to  which  the  dreary  portal  (in  Tell  the   IJlack 
Hock  Gate)  leads,  is  the  Urse  Vale.    The   four  rivers,  in   the  next 
•tauza,  are  the  Ecus,  the  Kliine,  the  Tessin,  and  the  Khone. 

'  The  everlasting  glacier.     See  Willlum  Tell,  act  v.  scene  2. 
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THE    ALPINE    HUNTER. 

FOUin)ED   ON  A  LEGEND  OF   THE  VALLEY  OF  ORJfOND,  IN  THE 

PATS   DE  YAUD. 

»'TT7ILT  thou  not,  thy  lamblings  heeding 
T  f       (Soft  and  innocent  are  they  I) 
Watch  them  on  the  herbage  feeding, 

Or  beside  the  brooklet  play?" 
"  Mother,  mother,  let  me  go. 
O'er  the  mount  to  chase  the  roe." 

*'  Wilt  thou  not,  thy  herds  assembling, 

Lure  with  lively  horn  along  ? — 
Sweet  their  clear  bells  tinkle  trembling. 

Sweet  the  echoing  woods  among!" 
*'  Mother,  mother,  let  me  go. 
O'er  the  wilds  to  chase  the  roe." 


*♦  See  the  flowers  that  smile  unto  the 
Wilt  thou  tend  them  not,  my  child  1 

On  the  height  no  gardens  woo  thee ; 
Wild  is  nature  on  the  wild." 

**  Leave  the  flowers  in  peace  to  blow  ; 

Mother,  mother,  let  me  go  !" 

Forth  the  hunter  bounds  unheeding. 
On  his  hardy  footsteps  press ; 

Hot  and  eager,  blindly  speeding 
To  the  mountain's  last  recess  ? 
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Swift,  before  him,  as  the  wind. 
Panting,  trembling.  Hies  the  hind. 

Up  the  ribbed  crng-tops  driven, 
Up  she  chinibers,  steep  on  steep; 

O'er  the  roeks  asunder  riven 
Springs  her  dizz}',  daring  Icnp: 

Still  unwearied,  with  the  bow 

Of  death,  behind  her  Hies  the  foe. 

On  the  peak  that  ^^de]3^  drearly 
Jags  the  summit,  bleak  and  hoar, 

"Where  the  rocks,  descending  sheerly, 
Leave  to  flight  no  path  before ; 

There  she  halts  at  last,  to  find 

Chasms  beneath  —  the  foe  behind ! 

To  the  hard  man —  dumb-lamenting. 
Turns  her  look  of  pleading  woe; 

Turns  in  vain  —  the  Unrelenting 

jNIeets  the  look  —  and  bends  the  bow,  — 

Yawn'd  the  rock;   from  his  abode 

Forth  the  mountain  Genius  strode; 

And,  his  godlike  hand  extending, 
From  the  hunter  snatched  the  prey, 

*'  Wherefore,  woe  and  slauo:hter  sendins: 
To  my  solitary  sway?  — 

Why  should  my  herds  before  thee  fall? 

There's  uoom  upon  the  Eaktii  foh  all!'' 
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THE    GUIDES    OF    LIFE. 

(the   Sl'BLIME   AND   THE   BEAUTIFUL  ) 

TWO  gf^nii  are  there,  from  thy  birtli  through 
weary  life  to  guide  thee  ; 

Ah,  happy  when,  united  both,  they  stand  to  aid,  bo- 
side  thee ! 

With  gleesome  play,  to  cheer  the  path,  the  One 
comes  blithe  with  beauty — 

And  lighter,  leaning  on  his  arm,  the  destiny  and 
dutv. 

With  jest  and  sweet  discourse,  he  goes  unto  the 
rock  sublime. 

Where  halts  above  the  Eternal  Sea,'  the  shuddering 
Child  of  Time.' 

The  Other  "here,  resolv'd  and  mute,  and  solemn 
claspeth  thee, 

And  bears  thee  in  his  giant  arms  across  the  fearful 
sea. 

Never  admit  the  one  alone ! — Give  not  the  former 
guide 

Thy  honor — nor  unto  the  last  thy  happiness  con- 
fide ! 


'  By  this.  Schiller  informs  us  elsewhere  that  he  does  not  mean  Death 
alone  ;  but  that  the  thought  applies  equally  to  every  period  in  lifa 
when  we  can  divest  ourselves  of  the  body,  and  perceive  or  act  ai 
jure  spirits ;  we  are  truly  then  under  the  influence  of  the  Sublime. 
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RUDOLF   OF   HAPSBURG; 

A    BALLAD. 

HrN'Eiciis  propi^rly  classes  this  striking  ballad  (together  with  the  yei 
grander  one  of  the  "  Fight  with  tho  Dragon'")  amongst  those  designed 
to  depict  and  exa.t  the  virtue  of  Humility.  The  source  of  the  story 
is  in  jEgidius  Tschudi,  a  Swiss  chronicler;  and  Schiller  appears  to 
have  adhered,  with  much  fidelity,  to  the  original  narrative.  The 
metre  in  the  translation  is  slightly  altered  from  that  in  the  original* 
which  has,  when  strictly  rendered  into  English,  a  certain  jerk  in  iti 
rhythm,  not  pleasing  to  the  ear. 

AT  Aachen,  in  imperial  state, 
In  that  time-hallowed  hall  reuown'd, 
At  solemn  feast  King  Rudolf  sate, 

The  day  that  saw  the  hero  crown'd ! 
Bohemia  and  thy  Palgrave,  Rhine, 
Give  this  the  feast,  and  that  the  wine ;  * 

The  Arch  Electoral  Seven, 
Like  choral  stars  around  the  sun, 
Gird  him  whose  hand  a  world  has  won» 
The  anointed  choice  of  Heaven. 


In  galleries  raised  above  the  pomp, 

Pressed  crowd  on  crowd  their  panting  way 

And  with  the  joy-resounding  tromp, 
Rang  out  the  million's  loud  hurra  I 

For  after  rapine,  strife,  and  crime 

Has  closed  the  fearful  kingless  time. 
Earth  knows  a  Judge  again  : 
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No  longer  rules  the  iron  spear,       ■"'"~'~>~ 
Ko  longer  need  the  feeble  fear 

That  Might  alone  shall  reigii.,,____ 

In  Rudolfs  hand  the  goblet  shines — 
And  gayly  round  the  board  looks  he ; 

*  And  proud  the  feast,  and  bright  the  wineSi 

My  kingly  heart  feels  glad  to  me  ! 
Yet  where  the  Gladness-Bringer — blest 
In  the  sweet  art  which  nrioves  the  breast 

With  lyre  and  verse  divine  ? 
Dear  from  my  youth  the  craft  of  song. 
And  what  as  knight  I  loved  so  long, 
As  Kaisar,  still  be  mine." 

Lo,  'mid  the  princely  circle  there, 

With  sweeping  robe  the  Bard  appears, 

As  silver  white  his  gleaming  hair, 

Bleach' d  by  the  winds  of  many  years : 

*  Sweet  music  sleeps  in  golden  strings — 
Love's  rich  reward  the  minstrel  sings  ; 

The  highest  and  the  best 
That  heart  can  wish,  or  sense  desire. 
He  praises  ; — dictate  to  my  lyre 

Theme  for  thy  stateliest  feast." 

The  Great  One  smil'd — "Not  mine  the  sway— 
The  minstrel  owns  a  loftier  power — 

A  mightier  king  inspires   the  lay — 
Its  best — The  Impulse  of  the  Houb' 
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As  spring  the  storm-winds  to  the  skies, 
And  none  can  guess  from  whence  they  rise 

As  streams  from  founts  unseen, 
Song  gushes  from  within — revealing, 
The  while  it  wakes,  the  realm  of  Feeling, 

Hush'd  in  the  souls  of  men  !" 

Swift  with  the  fire  the  minstrel  glow'd. 
And  loud  the  music  swept  the  ear : — 
'*  Forth  to  the  chase  a  Hero  rode. 

To  hunt  the  bounding  chamois-deer: 
With  shaft  and  horn  the  squire  behind  ; — 
Through  greensward  meads  the  riders  wind-* 

A  tinkling  hell  they  hear. 
Lo,  with  the  Host,  a  holy  man, — 
Before  him  strides  the  sacristan, 

And  the  bell  sounds  near  and  near. 


*'  The  noble  hunter  bared  his  head, 
And  humbly  to  the  earth  inclin'd, 
Eevering,  as  becomes  our  creed, 

The  meek  Redeemer  of  Mankind ! 
Loud  through  the  plain  a  brooklet  raves. 
And  checks  the  path  with  SAvollen  waves, 

Down  rushing  from  the  hill. 
His  sandle  shoon  the  priest  unbound, 
And  laid  the  Host  upon  the  grouni. 
To  ford  the  angry  rill  ! 
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*♦ '  What  -woiildst  thou,  priest?'  the  Count  began 
And  gazing,  -wondering,  halted  there. 
'  Sir  Count,  I  seek  a  dying  man, 

Who  hungers  for  the  heavenly  fare. 
The  bridge  o'er  which  my  journey  lay 
By  the  strong  torrent  swept  away, 

Drifts  down  the  tide  below. 
That  the  sick  soul  of  health  may  taste, 
Now  barefoot  through  the  stream  I  haste, 
God's  healing  to  bestow.* 

"  The  Count  has  placed  him  on  the  steed. 
And  given  the  priest  the  lordly  reins, 
That  he  mighi  serve  the  sick  n)an's  need, 

And  sj^ecd  the  task  that  heaven  ordains. 
He  took  the  horse  the  squire  bestrode ; — 
On  to  the  chase  the  hunter  rode, 

The  priest  the  sick  man  sought. 
And  back  the  steed,  when  morn  was  red. 
All  meekly  by  the  bridle  led, 

With  thankful  looks  he  brought. 


*  *  Now  Heaven  forefend  !'  the  Hero  cried, 
*  That  e'er  to  chase  or  battle  more 
These  limbs  the  sacred  steed  bestride 
That  once  my  Maker's  image  bore  ; 
If  not  a  boon  allowed  to  thee, 
Thy  Lord  and  mine  its  Master  be 
To  Him  in  tribute  friven, 
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^rom  whom  I  bold,  as  fiefs,  since  birth. 
Honor  and  life,  the  goods  of  earth, 
Soul — and  the  hopes  of  Heaven !' 

'* '  So  may  the  Lord  of  Hosts,  who  hears 
His  lowliest  servant's  supplication, 
Accord  the  man  who  Him  reveres — 

Honor  on  earth — in  Heaven  salvation. 
Far-famed  even  now  through  Swisserland, 
Tby  kingly  rule  and  knightly  hand  ; 
Six  daughters  thine  ;^  and  they,' 
Inspired  he  cries,  '  shall  crown  thy  stem 
Each  with  a  regal  diadem, 

Bright  till  the  Judgment-day.'  " 

The  mighty  Kaisar  heard  amazed  ! 

His  heart  was  in  the  days  of  old  ; 
Into  the  minstrel's  eyes  he  gazed, 

That  tale  the  Kaisar's  own  had  told. 
Yes,  in  the  bard  the  priest  he  knew, 
And  in  the  purple  vailed  from  view 

The  gush  of  holy  tears  ! 
All  on  the  Kaisar  fix  their  sight ; 
Each  in  the  Kaisar  sees  the  knight ; 
And  God's  elect  reveres  ! 

Tbtf  otlice,  at  the  coronation  feast,  of  tho  Count  Palatine  of  the 
Rliine  (Graml  Sower  of  the  Empire,  and  one  of  the  Seven  Electors) 
was  'M  bear  the  Imperial  Globe  and  set  the  dishes  on  the  bo;vrd  ;  that 
of  the  Kin^  of  Bohemia  was  cup-bearer.  The  latter  <-a3  not,  how- 
ever, present,  as  Schiller  himself  observed  in  a  note  (omitted  in  tha 
ediiioLd  of  his  collected  works),  at  the  corouuiion  of  Kudolf. 
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'  Al  the  coronation  of  Eudolf  was  celebriited  the  marriage-feast  of 
three  of  his  daughters — to  Liuhvig  of  Bavaria,  Otto  of  Brandenburg, 
and  Albrecht  of  Saxony.  His  other  three  daughters  married  after- 
ward Otto,  nepliew  of  Ludwig  of  Bavaria,  Charles  Martell,  son  of 
Charles  of  Anjou,  and  "Wenceslaus.  son  of  Ottocar  of  Bohemia.  The 
royal  house  of  England  numbers  Kudulf  of  Ilajisburg  amongst  its  an- 
eeetors. 
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WHY  run  so  fast  the  hurtling  crowd 
Adown  the  long  streets,  roaring  loud  ' 
Is  Rhodes  on  fire  ? — more  fast  the  throng, 
Wedg'd  close  and  closer,  storms  along. 
High  o'er  the  train,  he  seems  to  lead, 
Behold  a  Knight  on  warlike  Steed ! 
Behind  is  dragged  a  wondrous  load ; 
Beneath  what  Monster  groans  the  road  ? 
With  wide  jaws  like  the  Crocodile, 

In  shape  a  Dragon  to  the  sight. 
All  eyes  in  wonder  gaze  the  while — 

Now  on  the  Monster,  now  the  Knight. 

A  thousand  voices  shout  in  glee, 
"This  is  the  Dragon — come  and  see — 
That  did  on  herd  and  herdsmen  feast. 
And  this  the  Knight  who  slew  the  beast* 
Before  him,  in  that  dreadful  strife. 
Has  many  a  champion  ventured  life, 
But  ne'er  returned  to  mortal  sight — 
All  honor  to  the  victor  Knight  1" 
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So  to  tlio  Convent  Cloister  all 

The  gathering  crowd  swept  clamorous  on; — 
In  haste  convened  within  the  hall, 

Sate  the  vowed  Knighthood  of  St.  John. 

Before  the  noble  Master  there, 
The  young  Knight  came  with  modest  air ; 
The  roaring  crowd  fill'd  all  the  space 
Beyond  the  rails  that  fenced  the  dais  : 
The  Victor  took  the  word,  and  spake, — 
The  duty  knights  Avith  knighthood  take 
Is  done  ;  and,  slain  beneath  my  hand, 
Lies  the  Devourer  of  the  land. 
Safe  is  the  traveler  from  to-day, 

And  safe  the  grazing  herds  rcjDOse, 
Safe  to  the  shrine  of  grace,  his  way 

Along  the  rocks  the  pilgrim  goes  I'* 

Stern  look'd  the  Master, — ''Thou  hast  done/' 
He  said,  "  a  hero's  deed,  my  son. 
By  valor  knights  are  famous  made; 
A  valiant  soul  thou  hast  display'd. 
But  to  the  knight,  whose  holier  sword 
Is  vow'd  to  fight  for  Christ  our  Lord, — 
Who  wears  His  cross — say,  what  is  still 
The  first  great  law  he  must  fulfill  ?" 
All  round  grew  pale ; — with  downcast  head 
Replied  the  Victor  of  the  day — 
"  To  him  who  wears  the  cross,"  he  said, 
"  The  first  great  law  is — to  obey  !" 
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•  And  yet  that  duty,  son,"  replied 

The  chief,  "  methinks  thou  hast  denied  ; 

And  in  the  encounter  which  our  law 

Forbade,  hast  dared  thy  sword  to  draw.' 
'  Master,  when  all  is  told,  decide," 

With  steadfast  tone,  the  knight  replied : 

For  I  that  law's  true  sense  and  will 

But  sought  devoutly  to  fulfill. 

Not  blindly,  with  presumptuous  heart, 
Against  the  monster  did  I  go ; 

But  hoped,  by  stratagem  and  art. 
To  wrest  the  victory  from  the  foe. 

Five  of  our  Order,  whose  renown 
Flashed  gem-like  in  Religion's  crown, 
Fell,  rashly  prodigal  of  life  ; — 
'Twas  then  thy  law  forbade  the  strife. 
Yet  gloom  was  in  my  heart — desire 
To  share  the  conflict  gnawed  like  fire ; 
In  the  still  visions  of  the  nia-ht, 
Panting,  I  fought  the  fancied  fight , 
And  when  the  morrow  glimmering  came, 

With  tales  of  ravage  freshly  done, 
Indignant  grief  and  fiery  shame 

Seized  on  me — and  Resolve  begun. 

And  thus  my  inward  musinirs  ran — 
What  graces  youth  and  honors  man  ? 
How  Jved  the  great  in  days  of  old, 
Whose  fame  to  time  by  bards  is  told-^ 
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Up  to  the  Gods'  renown  and  bliss 

liaised  by  the  blinded  Heathenesse  ? 

By  deeds  that  prove  the  hero's  worth, 

They  cleared  from  monster  broods  the  earth- 

They  sought  the  lion  in  his  den — 

They  battled  with  the  Minotaur — 
Nor  grudged  to  shed  their  blood  for  men. 

And  save  from  death  one  victim  more. 

"  *  Is  but  the  Saracen  to  feel 
(Has  he  such  worth  ?) — the  Christian's  steel  ? 
Are  we  to  idols  only  brave  ? 
Or  is  our  mission  earth  to  save — 
From  every  ill,  and  every  harm. 
Freed  by  the  Christian's  stalwart  arm  ? 
Yet  wisdom  must  his  valor  lead, 
And  sage  device  should  force  precede.' 
Thus  oft  I  mused,  and  went  alone 

The  fell  Devourer's  tracks  to  spy  ; 
I  saw — and  light  upon  me  shone, 

And  '  Found,  0  Victory  !'  was  my  cry  ' 

•*  Then,  Prince,  I  sought  thee  with  the  prayer 
To  breathe  once  more  my  native  air ; 
The  license  given — the  ocean  past — 
I  reached  the  shores  of  home  at  last. 
Scarce  hail'd  the  old  beloved  land, 
Than  huge,  beneath  the  artist's  hand, 
To  each  well-mark' d  dread  feature  true. 
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The  Dragon's  monster- model  grew, 
The  dwarf' d,  deformed  limbs  upbore 

The  lengthened  body's  ponderous  load  ; 
The  scales  the  impervious  surface  wore, 

Like  links  of  burnish'd  harness,  glow'd. 

*"  Far  stretch'd  the  grisly  neck  ;  and  fell 
As  are  the  gaping  gates  of  hell, 
You  might  the  horrent  jaws  survey, 
AVide  oped,  as  if  to  snatch  their  prey. 
The  black  mouth's  gloomy  deeps  disclose 
Grim  fangs  that  threat  in  bristling  rows. 
The  tongue  a  sword  sharp-pointed  seeming—. 
The  deep  small  eyes  in  sparkles  gleaming. 
Where  the  vast  body  ends,  succeed 

The  serpent  spires  around  it  roll'd — 
As  if  the  rider  and  the  steed 

Alike  in  dreadful  coils  to  fold. 

"  All  to  the  hideous  life  was  true, 
Ev'n  to  the  gray  and  ghastly  hue  ; 
It  stood  half  dragon  and  half  snake. 
As  if  spawn'd  forth  from  poisonous  lake. 
And  now  began  the  mimic  chase  : 
Two  dogs  I  chose  of  noblest  race. 
That,  fleet  and  fierce,  ne'er  turu'd  before 
The  headlong  rush  of  forest  boar; 
I  train'd  them  on  the  shape  to  spring, 
As  on  a  living  foe  to  fly, 
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With  fastening  teeth  to  rend,  and  spring ; — 
And  rous'd  their  rage  with  cheering  cry. 

"  And  where  their  gripe  the  best  assail.« 
The  bellv,  left  unsheath'd  in  scales, 
I  taught  the  dexterous  hounds  to  hang, 
And  find  the  spot  to  fix  the  fang ; 
Whilst  I,  with  lance  and  mailed  garb, 
Lanch'd  on  the  beast  mine  Arab  barb. 
From  purest  race  that  Arab  came ; 
His  fire  my  hand  and  voice  inflame  ; 
Beneath  the  sharp  spur  bounding  fierce, 

He  fronts  the  beast  in  full  career— 
And  there,  as  if  the  hide  to  pierce, 

By  turns  I  couch  or  hurl  the  spear. 

''Though  when  the  Monster  first  it  eyed, 
It  champ'd  the  bit  and  swerved  aside, 
Snorted  and  rear'd — and  even  they. 
The  fierce  hounds,  shrank  with  startled  bay ; 
I  ceased  not,  till,  by  custom  bold, 
After  three  tedious  moons  were  told. 
Both  barb  and  hounds  were  train'd — nay,  more, 
Fierce  for  the  fight ; — then  left  the  shore  ! 
Three  days  have  fleeted  since  I  press' d 

(Return'd  at  length)  this  welcome  soil, 
Nor  once  would  lay  my  limbs  to  rest. 
Till  wrought  the  glorious  crowning  toil. 

*'  It  burn'd  my  heart  within  to  know 
New  ravage  done  by  that  dread  foe. 
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The  bones  of  herdsmen,  bleach'd  and  bare, 
Lay  round  the  hell-worm's  swampy  lair:  — 
Stung,  on  the  sudden  I  depart, 
Nor  counsel  take  but  from  my  heart ; 
And  so  my  squires  I  call  in  speed, 
Spring  lightly  on  my  proven  steed. 
Take  my  two  gallant  hounds,  and  by 

Lone  secret  pathways  gayly  go, 
To  seek,  unmark'd  by  human  eye, 

In  its  own  deathful  hold,  the  foe. 

**  Thow  know'st  the  chapel  glimmering  o'er 
The  mountain  rock,  from  ridges  hoar ; 
Aloft  it  overlooks  the  isle — 
Bold  was  the  soul  that  built  the  pile. 
Humble  and  mean,  the  sacred  house 
Contains  a  shrine  miraculous — 
Mother  and  Child,  to  wliom  of  old 
Came  the  Three  Kings,  we  there  behold. 
By  three  times  thirty  steps  must  climb 

The  pilgrim  to  that  steep  abode. 
To  feel,  in  sudden  strength  sublime 

Renewed,  the  Saviour's  neighborhood. 
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•*  Yawns  wide  within  that  holy  steep 
A  mighty  cavern  dark  and  deep — 
Damp  with  the  marsh  dews,  dim  and  duu, 
And  never  lit  by  heavenly  sun  ; 
And  there  by  night,  and  there  by  day. 
The  worm  unguest  and  greeding  lay, 
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Ever  at  watch,  in  darkness  screen'^ 
Under  God's  House, — like  Hell's  own  fiend. 
And  when  along  that  path  of  wjo 

The  pilgrim  came,  upon  the  way 
Forth  from  its  ambush  rushed  the  foe, 

And  down,  devouring,  dragg'd  the  prey. 

*»  I  stood  upon  that  rocky  hight 
Ere  yet  I  dar'd  the  dreadful  fight — 
Before  the  Infant  Christ  within 
I  knelt,  and  purg'd  my  heart  from  sin. 
The  mantle  white  on  holy  ground, 
Above  my  coat  of  mail  I  bound. 
In  my  right  hand  I  grasp' d  my  spear, 
Then  downward  strode  with  conscience  clear 
There  to  my  squires  I  gave  the  heed 

To  wait  in  refuge  safe  behind ; 
Nimbly  I  vaulted  on  my  steed. 

And  unto  God  mv  soul  cousiiru'd 
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-*  The  level  plain  before  me  lay — 
Started  the  hounds  with  sudden  bay — 
Aghast  the  frighten'd  charger  slanting, 
Refused  the  rein,  and  trembled,  Dantin": — - 
For  curling  there,  in  coiled  fold, 
The  Unutterable  Beast  behold. 
Lazily  basking  in  the  sun  ! 
Forth  sprang  the  dogs.     The  fight  's  begun  . 
But  back  the  hounds,  recoiling  fast. 
Before  the  jaws  expanded  fly, 
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Scared  bj  the  reeking  poison-blast, 
And  tlie  howl'd  dismal  jackal  cry. 

But  quickly  cheered,  again  they  go, 
And  fasten  fiercely  on  the  foe — 
While  full  against  the  monster's  hide 
I  land)  the  sppar — it  slants  aside 
As  harmless  on  the  woven  scale 
As  slender  reed  on  coat  of  mail. 
And  ere  I  could  renew  the  stroke 
From  rein  and  rule  the  charger  broke — 

That  basilisk  eye  had  spell'd  the  steed. 
It  felt  the  poisonous  charnel  breath — 

Forsaken  in  my  dreadest  need, 
Hope  vanish'd,  and  I  look'd  on  Death. 

*'  But  light  and  quick  to  earth  I  leapt; 
Swift  from  the  sheath  my  falchion  swept  ; 
Swift  on  that  rock-like  mail  it  plied — 
The  rock-like  mail  the  sword  defied : 
The  monster  lash'd  its  mighty  coil ; 
Down  hurl'd,  behold  me  on  the  soil. 
O'er  me  the  jaw's  dark  cavern  hangs — 
X  feel  the  snap  of  those  grim  fangs, 
When  lo  !  the  dogs — the  flesh  is  found  ; 

The  scaleless  parts  their  fury  gain  I 
And  the  fell  monster,  writhing  round. 

Howls  its  immeasurable  pain. 

'  No  time  to  foil  its  fastening  foes — 
Light,  as  it  writhed,  I  sprang,  and  rose  ; 
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The  bare,  unguarded  place  explor'd, — 
And  to  the  hilt  I  plunged  the  sword — 
Up  from  the  vitals  sprang  the  blood, 
Black-bubbling  spouted  forth  the  flood. 
Then  down  it  bore  me  in  its  fall ; 
Buried  beneath  that  giant  ball, 
Jn  dizzy  swoon  upon  the  ground 

I  lay  ; — till  sense  returns  once  more — 
r  see  my  squires  that  stand  around. 

And  the  dead  dragon  in  its  gore." 


Then  burst  from  every  eager  breast 
The  loud  applause,  so  long  supprest. 
Scarcely  the  knight  those  words  had  spoken 
Than,  on  the  vaulted  rafters  broken. 
Times  ten  re-echoing  and  ascending, 
Came  the  vast  shout  of  thousands  blending  ; 
As  loud,  the  knights  their  voices  raise, 
"  His  brows  be  crowu'd  with  wreaths  of  bays 
The  crowd,  in  pomp,  would  lead  him  round. 

From  street  to  street  his  deed  proclaim — 
When  the  Grand  Master  sternly  frown'd. 

And  calling  silence,  silence  came. 


And  thus  he  spoke — "  With  valiant  hand 

Thou  from  the  pest  hast  purged  the  land. 

Lot  crowds  their  idol  hail ;  in  thee 

A  foe  our  Order  can  but  see  ! 

Thy  breast  has  cherish'd  to  its  bane 

A  worm  more  fell  than  Dragon  slain — 
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The  snake  that  poisons  hearts  withm, 
And  breeds  dissension,  strife,  and  sin. 
That  worm  is  will,  superb  and  vain, 

Which  spurns  at  all  restraints  that  bind — 
Which  sacred  order  rends  in  twain — 
'Tis  that  which  doth  destroy  mankind. 

"  The  Turk  from  valor  gains  renown  ; 
Obedience  is  the  Christian's  crown — 
There,  where  from  heaven  descending,  trod 
In  humblest  guise  the  Saviour  God, 
Our  fathers  on  that  holy  ground 
Did  first  this  knightly  Order  found. 
That  heaviest  duty  to  fulfill, 
By  which  we  conquer  strong  self-will. 
Our  law  thy  thirst  of  glory  broke — 

Vain-glorious — from  my  sight  depart. 
Not  he  who  scorns  the  Saviour's  yoke 

Should  wear  His  cross  upon  the  heart.** 

Then  burst  the  angry  roar  of  all, 
As  with  a  tempest  shook  the  hall ; 
The  noble  Brethren  plead  for  grace — 
Mute  stood  the  youth,  with  downward  face  ; 
Laid  by  the  robe  and  sacred  band, 
And  meekly  kissed  the  Master's  hand. 
And  went — the  Master  mark'd  him  part — 
**  Return,"  he  cried,  *'  and  to  my  heart : 
The  harder  fight  of  Christ  is  won  : 

Here,  take  this  cross — meet  prize  for  thee — 
a 
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Thou  hast  battled  with  thyself,  my  son, 
And  conquered — through  Humility  !*' 


NOTE. 

In  the  poem  just  presented  to  the  reader,  dchiller  designed,  as  be 
wrote  to  Goethe,  to  depict  the  old  Christian  chivalry — hall'  knightly, 
half  monastic.  The  attempt  is  strikingly  successful.  Indeed,  "The 
Fight  of  the  Dragon"  appears  to  me  the  most  spirited  and  nervous 
of  all  Schiller's  narrative  poems,  with  the  single  exception  of  the 
"Diver;"  and  if  its  interest  be  less  intense  than  that  of  the  match- 
less "Diver,"  and  its  desci'iptions  less  pooticnlly  striking  ard 
ed'ective,  its  interior  meaning  or  philusoi)hical  conception  is  at 
once  moro  profound  and  more  elevated.  In  "The  Fight  of  the 
Dragon,"  is  expressed  the  moral  of  that  humility  which  consists 
in  self-conquest — even  merit  may  lead  to  vain-glory — »nd,  after 
vanquishing  the  fiercest  enemies  without,  Man  has  still  to  contend 
with  his  worst  foe, — the  pride  or  disobedience  of  his  heart.  "Every 
one,"  as  a  recent  critic  has  remarked,  "  has  more  or  less  his  own 
'  fight  with  the  Dragon' — his  u\vn  double  victory  (without  and  within) 
to  achieve."  The  origin  of  this  poem  is  to  be  found  in  the  Annals  of 
the  Order  of  Malta — and  the  details  may  be  seen  in  Vertot's  His- 
tory. The  date  assigned  to  the  conquest  of  the  Dragon  is  1342 
Helion  de  Villeneuve  was  the  name  of  the  Grand  Master — that  of 
the  Knight,  Dieu-Donne  de  Gozoii.  Thevenot  declares  that  the 
head  of  the  monster  (to  whatever  species  it  really  belonged),  or  its 
elligies,  was  still  placed  over  one  of  the  gates  of  the  city  in  his  time. 
Dieu-Donnti  succeeded  De  Villeneuve  as  Grand  Master,  and  on  his 
gravestone  were  inscribed  the  words  "  Draconis  Exstinctor." 
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"EVER,  believe  me, 
Appear  the  Divinities, 
Never  alone. 
Scarcely  comes  Bacchus,  the  joyous,  unto  me ; 
Than  Cupid,  the  laughing  child,  hastens  to  woo  me. 
And  Phoebus  his  poet  to  own  ! 

• 

They  come  near  and  nearer, 
Their  numbers  are  swelling — 

See  !  all  the  Celestials 
Are  filling  my  dwelling. 

0  guests ! — heavenly  chorus  ! 
Say  how  can  the  earthborn 
Regale  ye  as  due  1 — 
Accord  me,  Immortals,  the  life  that  ye  live ! 
To  the  Gods  nothing  worthy  a  mortal  can  give : 
Take  me  up  to  Olympus  with  you, 

The  pleasures  dwell  only 

In  Jupiter's  palace — 
Oh,  pour  out  the  nectar, 

Oh,  reach  me  the  chalice ! 

*'  Reach  him  the  chalice, 
FiA  full  to  the  Poet ! 
Oh,  Hebe  !  brim  high  I 
Steep  his  eyes  in  the  dews  of  celestial  delight. 
And  let  Styx  the  abhorrent  be  shut  from  his  signt ; 
Let  him  feel  as  a  son  of  the  sky. 
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It  murmurs,  it  sparkles, 
The  Fount  of  Delight ; 

From  the  heart  falls  the  burden, 
The  scale  from  the  sight. 

'  This  has  been  paraphrased  by  Coleriilge. 


THE    KNIGHTS   OF    ST.    JOHN. 

AH,  nobly  shone  the  fearful  Gross  upon  your  mail 
^  afar, 

When  Ehodes  and  Acre  hail'd  your  might,  0  lions  of 

the  ivar ! 
When  leading  many  a  pilgrim  horde,  through  wastes 

of  Syrian  gloom ; 
Or  standing  with  the  Cherub's  sword  before  the  Holy 

Tomb. 
Yet  on  your  forms  the  apron  seem'd  a  nobler  armor 

far, 
When  by  the  sick  man's  bed  ye   stood,  0  lions  of 

the  war ! 
When  ye,  the  high-born,  bow'd  your  pride  to  tend 

the  lowly  weakness, 
The   duty,  though  it  brought  no  fame,'  fulfill'd  by 

Christian  meekness — 
Religion  of  the  Cross,  thou  blend'st,  as  in  a  single 

flower, 
Tho  twofold  branches  of  the  palm— humility  ANH 

PO^VER. 

>The  epithet  in  the  first  edition  is  ruJimlnse. 
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THE   MAIDEX   FROM   AFAR; 

OR,    FROM   ABROAD. 

WITHIN  a  vale,  each  infant  year, 
When  earliest  larks  first  carol'd  free, 
To  humble  shepherds  did  appear 

A  wondrous  maiden,  fair  to  see. 
Jtiot  born  within  that  lowlj  place — 

From  whence  she  wander'd,  none  could  tell ; 
Her  parting  footsteps  left  no  trace, 

When  once  the  maiden  sighed  farewell. 

And  blessed  was  her  presence  there — 

Each  heart,  expanding,  grew  more  gay  ; 
Yet  something  loftier  still  than  fair 

Kept  man's  familiar  looks  away. 
From  fairy  gardens,  known  to  none, 

She  brought  mysterious  fruits  and  flowers — 
The  things  of  some  serener  sun — 

Some  Nature  more  benign  than  ours. 

With  each  her  gifts  the  maiden  shared — 

To  some  the  fruits,  the  flowers  to  some ; 
Alike  the  young,  the  aged  fared  ; 

Each  bore  a  blessing  back  to  home. 
Though  every  guest  was  welcome  there, 

For  some  she  hoarded  blooms  the  sweeter, 
And  from  her  gifts  she  cull'd  the  best, 

Whene'er  two  lovers  came  to  greet  her. 

NrrE. — It  seems  generally  agreed  that  Poetet  is  allegorized  in  theM 
stanzAS. 
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THE   FOUR  AGES   OF  THE   WOULD. 

This  Poem  is  one  of  those  in  -n-hich  Schiller  has  traced  the  progreiM 
vf  Civilization,  anil  to  which  the  Germans  have  given  the  name  of 
t'ulturo-IIistoric. 

pilIGHT-PURPLING  the  glass  glows  the  blusb 
of  the  wine — 

Bright  sparkle  the  eyes  of  each  guest ; 
But  see  where  there  enters  the  Poet  divine, 

And  brings  to  the  good  what  is  best. 
Ev'n  Olympus  were  mean,  with  its  nectar  and  all. 
If  the  shell  were  not  heard  in  the  heavenly  hall. 

The  gods  give  the  Poet  a  spirit  serene. 

To  be  as  the  glass  of  the  world  ! 
Whate'er  has  been  done  on  this  earth  he  has  seen. 

And  the  future  to  him  is  unfurl'd 
He  sate  with  the  gods  in  the  councils  of  eld, 
And  all  things  in  their  primitive  seeds  he  beheld.' 

The  woof  of  this  life,  to  the  death  from  the  birth, 

He  unfolds  in  the  pomp  of  its  hues  ; 
And  to  deck,  like  a  temple,  the  dwelling  of  earth, 

Ts  a  gift  that  he  takes  from  the  Muse. 
Xo  roof  is  so  humble — no  cabin  so  small — 
But  a  heaven  full  of  gods  will  descend  at  his  call. 

As  the  artist  inventive,  whose  birth  was  from  Jove,' 
In  one  type  all  creation  revealed, 
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VVliPn   the   ocean,    the   earth,    and   the    star-realm 
above, 
Lay  compressed  in  the  orb  of  a  shiekl , 
So  on  sound  he  can  imasre  the  thou^^ht  of  his  soul — 
And  impress  on  the  moment,  the  infinite  whole.' 


Blithe  pilgrim  I    his  footsteps  have  passed  in  theii 
way, 

Every  time,  every  far  generation  : 
He  comes  from  the  age  when  the  Earth  was  at  }'lav 

In  the  childhood  and  bloom  of  Creation. 
Four  Ages  of  men  have  decayed  to  his  eye, 
And  fresh  to  the  Fifth  he  glides  youthfully  by. 

King  Saturn  first  ruled  us,  the  simple  and  true — 

Each  day  as  each  yesterday  fair  : 
No   grief    and   no    guile    the    calm    shcplierd-raco 
knew — 
Their  life  Avas  the  absence  of  care  ; 
They  loved,   and   to    love  was   the  whole  of  their 

task — 
Kind  earth  upon  all  lavished  all  they  could  ask. 

Then  the  Labor  arose,  and  the  demi-god  man 

Went  the  monster  and  dragon  to  seek  ; 
And  the  age  of  the  hero,  the  ruler,  began. 

And  the  strong  were  the  stay  of  the  weak. 
There  was  strife  on  Scamander  ;    but  still  through 

its  rage 
Uoigned  the  Beautiful  ; — god  of   the  earth  in  each 
age. 
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Gentler  days,  when   on   strife   followed    conquest 
were  given, 
And  mildness  the  flower  of  might, 
Flora  the  young  choral  Nine   came  the  sounds  of 
the  Heaven, 
Whose  images  rose  on  the  sight. 
T."he  age  of  sweet  Phantasy,  godlike — and  o'er  I 
Vanished  hence,  vanished  hence,  to    return  never- 
more  ' 

From  their  thrones  in  the  heav'n  sunk  the  gods  ; 
and  down  hurl'd 
Into  dust  lay  their  columns  forlorn  ; 
And — to  heal  and  atone  for  the  sins  of  the  world — 

The  Son  of  the  Virgin  was  born. 
And,  the  light  fleeting  joys  of  the  senses  suppre.  t. 
Man  seizing   on  thought,   grasp'd  it  firm  to  his 
breast. 

Ever  gone  were  those  charms,  the  voluptuous  and 
vain, 
"Which  had  decked  the  young  world  with  delight; 
For  the  monk  and  the  nun  were  the  penance  and 
pain. 
And  the  tilt  for  the  iron-clad  knight. 
Yet,  however  that  life  might  bo  darksome  and  wild 
liOve  lingered  with  looks  still  as  lovely  and  mild  : 

And  still,  by  one  altar  they  guarded  unstaia'd, 
The  Muses,  though  fiilently,  stood 
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For  still  the  meek  bosom  of  woman  retain'd 

The  rites  of  the  noble  and  good. 
And  woman,  in  truth,  was  the  gentle  song-bringer, 
And  its  flame  flash' d  anew  from  the  sweet  Minne- 
singer. 

Gently  thus,  then,  let  woman  and  minstrel  unite  ; 

Hand  in  hand  be  the  bond,  never  ending : 
They  work,  and  they  weave,  in  a  zone  of  delight, 

The  Good  and  the  Beautiful  blending  ! 
Ah  !  asunder  from  love,  song  can  never  be  torn. 
And  their  union  to  life  still  preserveth  the  morn. 

•  "Then  sing  of  secret  things  that  came  to  pass 
When  beldam  Nature  in  her  cradle  was.'" 

Milton  :  Vacation  Exercise. 

'Vulcan.  The  allusion,  which  is  exquisitely  beautiful,  is  to  tha 
shield  of  Achilles — Homek,  Iliad,  i.,    IS : — 

"  There  Earth,  there  Heaven,  there  Ocean,  he  designed." — Pope. 

•This  line  is  obscure,  not  only  in  the  translation,  but  in  the  origi- 
mA.  Schiller  means  to  say  that  the  Poet  is  the  true  generalizer  of  the 
Infinite — a  position  which  he  himself  practically  illustrates,  by  con- 
densing, in  the  few  verses  that  follow,  the  whole  history  of  the 
world.  Thus,  too,  Homer  is  the  condenser  of  the  whole  heroic  ago 
of  Greece.  In  the  Prologue  to  Wallenstein,  the  same  expressions, 
with  little  alteration,  are  employed  to  convey  the  perishable  nature 
of  the  Actor's  art. 

■•"Dor  Mensch  gr'iS denken d  in  seine  Briist," 
i.e.,  Man  strove  by  reflection  to  apprehend  the  phenomena  of  his 
own  being— the  principles  of  his  own  nature.  The  development  of 
the  philosophical,  as  distinguished  from  the  natural  consciousness, 
forn-s  a  very  important  era  in  the  histroy  of  civilization.  It  is,  in 
fact,  the  great  turning-puint  of  humanity,  both  individually  and  his- 
toriauly.  GrilZ  Degriff— has  a  peculiar  logical  sigL.licanc«  in  Ger- 
maa. 


86  POEMS    AND    BALLADS    OF    SCHILLER. 


THE    MAIDEN'S    LAMENT. 

Tub  first  two  Stanzas  of  this  Poem  are  sung  by  Tbekla,  in  the 
third  Act  of  the  Piccolmnini. 

THE  oak-wood  is  roaring, 
The  clouds  gather  o'er  ; 
There  sitteth  a  maiden 
Beside  the  green  shore  ; 
The  breakers  are  dashing  with  might,  with  might . 
And  she  sighs  out  aloud  in  the  gloomy  night, 
And  weeping,  thus  waileth  she — 

"  My  heart  it  is  broken. 
The  world  is  a  void, 
"Nothing  more  can  it  give  me, 
For  hope  is  destroyed. 
All   the   bliss   that   the    earth   can   bestow  I  have 

proved  ; 
Heavenly  Father — Oh  !  take, — I  have  lived — I  have 
loved — 
Oh  !  take  back  thy  child  to  thee." 

*'  The  tears  that  thou  weepest 
Must  vainly  be  shod  ; 
For  no  sorrow  awakens 
The  sleep  of  the  Dead  ! 
Vet  say  what  can  solace  and  comfort  the  breast, 
When  it  mourns  for  the  love  by  which  once  it  was 
blest, 
And  the  balm  shall  descend  from  above." 
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**  Let  the  tears  I  am  weeping 
Still  vainly  be  slied. 
Though  my  sorrow  can  wake  not 
The  sleep  of  the  Dead  ; 
Yet  all  that  can  solace  and  comfort  the  breast. 
When  it  mourns  for  the  love  by  which  once  it  was 
blest, 
Are  the  tears  and  the  sorrows  of  love.** 
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BLEST    babe !  a    boundless   world   this   bed,    so 
narrow,  seems  to  thee. 
Grow  man,  and  narrower  than  this  bed  the  bound- 
less world  shall  be  !  ^ 


*  This  epigram  has  a  considerable  resemblance  to  the  epitaph  on 
AJexander  the  Great : 

"Suflicit  huic  Tumulns,  cui  non  suflfecerat  orbis' 
Ees  hi'evis  huic  ampla  est,  cui  fuit  ampla  brevis." 

"  A  little  tomb  sufRceth  him  whom  not  sufficed  all: 
The  small  is  now  as  great  to  him  as  once  the  great  was  smalL" 

Vide  Blackwood's  Magazine,  April,  1S3S>  p.  556i. 
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THE   TAILED    BIAGE   AT   SAI3. 

A  YOUTH,  athirst  for  knowledge,  (hot  desire.) 
To  Sais  came,  intent  to  explore  the  dark 
And  hoarded  wisdom  of  Egyptian  priests. 
Through  many  a  grade  of  mystery,  hurrying  on, 
Far,  and  more  far,  still  pressed  the  inquiring  soul, 
And  scarce  the  Hierophant  could  cool  or  calm 
The  studious  fever  of  impatient  toil. 
"What,"  he  exclaimed,  "is  worth  a  part  of  T'ruth  ? 
AVhat  is  my  gain  unless  I  gain  the  whole  ? 
Has  knowledge,  then,  a  lesser  or  a  more  ? 
Is  this, — thy  Truth, — like  sensual,  gross  enjoyment 
A  sum  doled  out  to  each  in  all  degrees, 
Larger  or  smaller,  multiplied  or  minished  ? 
Is  not  Truth  one  and  indivisible  ? 
Take  from  the  Harmony  a  single  tone — 
A  single  tint  take  from  the  Iris  bow, 
And  lo  !  what  once  was  all,  is  nothing — while 
Fails  to  the  lovely  whole  one  tint  or  tone!" 

Now,  while  they  thus  conversed,  they  stood  withii. 
A  lonely  temple,  circle-shaped,  and  still ; 
And,  as  the  young  man  paused  abrupt,  his  gaze 
Upon  a  vail'd  and  giant  Image  fell : 
Amazed  he  turn'd  unto  his  guide — "And  what 
Bentath  the  vail  stands  shrouded  yonder  ?*' 

"Truth." 
^Lnswered  the  Priest 
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"  And  do  I,  then,  for  Truth 
Strive,  and  alone  ?     And  is  it  now  by  this 
Thin  ceremonial  robe  that  Tratli  is  hid  ? 
Wherefore  ?" 

"  That  wherefore  with  the  Goddess  rests  ; 
♦  T  J.  I'— thus  saith  the  Goddess—'  lift  this  vaii. 
May  it  be  raised  by  none  of  mortal-born  ! 
He  who  with  guilty  and  unhallowed  hand 
Too  soon  profanes  the  Holy  and  Forbidden — 

He,'  says  the  Goddess" 

"Well?" 
"  '  He — SHALL  SEE  Trutii  !'  " 
*'  A  rare,  strange  oracle  !     And  hast  thou  never 
Lifted  the  vail  ?" 

"  No  !  nor  desired  to  raise  !" 
"  What !  nor  desired  ?  Were  /  shut  out  from  Truth 
By  this  slight  barrier" — "  And  Command  divine," 
Broke  on  his  speech  the  guide.      "  Far  weightier, 

son, 
This  airy  gauze  than  thy  conjectures  deem — 
Light  to  the  touch — lead-heavy  to  the  conscience  I" 

The  young  man,  thoughtful,    turn'd   him  to   hi« 
home. 
And  the  fierce  fever  of  the  Wish  to  Know 
llobb'd  night  of  slee]).     Upon  his  couch  he  roU'd;- 
At  midnight  rose  resolved — Unto  the  shrine  ' 

Timorously  stole  the  involuntary  step — 
But  light  the  bound  that  scaled  the  holy  walL 
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And  dauntless  was  the  spring  that  bore  within 
That  circle's  solemn  dome  the  daring  man. 

Now  halts  he  where  the  lifeless  Silence  sleep? 
In  the  embrace  of  mournful  Solitude  ; — 
Silence  unstirred, — save  by  the  hollow  echo 
Answering  his  tread  along  mysterious  vaults  ! 
High  from  the  opening  of  the  dome  above, 
Camo  the  wan  shining  of  the  silver  moon. 
And,  awful  as  some  pale  presiding  god, 
Glistening  adown  the  range  of  vaults  obscure, 
In  its  long  vail  concealed  the  Image  stood. 

With  an  unsteady  step  he  onward  past, 
Already  touched  with  violating  hand 
The  Holy — and  recoil' d  I     A  shudder  thrilled 
His  limbs,  fire-hot  and  icy-cold  by  turns, 
And  an  invisible  arm  did  seem  to  pluck  him 
Back  from  the  deed. — "  0  miserable  man  ! 
What   would'st   thou  ?"     (Thus  within  the  inmosl 

heart 
Murmured  the  warning  Avhisper.)     "  Wilt  thou  dar(^ 
The  All-hallowed  to  profane  ?     '  May  mortal-born 
(So  spake  the  oracular  word)  not  lift  the  vail 
Till  I  myself  shall  raise  I'     Yet  said  it  not, 
The  same  oracular  word — '  Who  lifts  the  vail, 
He  shall  see  Truth  V     Behind,  be  what  there  may, 
I  dare  the  hazard — I  will  lift  the  vail — " 
Loud  rang  his  shouting  voice — "  and  I  will  see  !" 

'•  Skk  "■ 


'*^. 
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A  lengthened  echo,  mocking,  shrilled  again  ! 

IIo  spoke  and  raised  the  vail !     And  ask  ye  what 

Unto  the  gaze  was  there  within  revealed  ? 

I  know  not.     Pale  and  senseless,  at  the  foot 

Of  the  dread  statue  of  Egyptian  Isis, 

The  priests  beheld  him  at  the  dawn  of  day  ; 

But  what  he  saw,  or  what  did  there  befall, 

His  lips  disclosed  not.     Ever  from  his  heart 

Was  fled  the  sweet  serenity  of  life, 

And  the  deep  anguish  dug  the  early  grave  : 

"  Woe — woe    to    him" — such    were    his     warning 

words, 
Answering  some  curious  and  impetuous  brain, 
•'  Woe — for  she  never  shall  delight  him  more  ! 
Woe — woe   to    him   who   treads   through    Guilt   to 

Truth  !" 


HONORS. 

Probabit  intended  to  apply  to  titles  inherited  or  obtained  witk 
out  personal  merit. 

AS  light  its  column  on  the  clear  brook  glasses. 
The  golden  track  seems  of  itself  to  glow ; 
Yet  wave  on  wave  adown  the  pathway  passes, 
Each  pressing  each,  and  all  as  fleetly  flow  : 
So  on  the  mortal  Honors  glass  their  light; 
The  Place  he  moves  through,  not  Himself  is  bright 
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THE   RING   OP  POLTCRATES: 

A   BALLAD. 

UPON  his  battlements  he  stands  ; 
Look'd  down  on  Samos — seas  and  lands-* 
And  turned  unto  his  guest ; 
'*  And  all,"  he  said,  "  that  we  survey, 
Egyptian  king,  mj  power  obey — 
Dost  thou  not  call  me  blest  ?" 

•*  To  thee  the  gods  have  favor  shown, 
And  they  who  were  thine  equals  own 

Thy  sceptered  sovereignty ! 
Yet  one  there  lives  to  avenge  the  rest, 
Nor  can  my  lips  pronounce  thee  blest. 
Watched  by  a  foeman's  eye.' 

He  >poke,  and  from  Miletus  sent. 
Behold,  a  herald  came,  and  bent 

Before  the  tyrant  there. 

"  Let  incense  smoke  upon  the  shrino. 

And  with  the  lively  laurel  twine, 

Victor,  thy  godlike  hair ! 

"  Srait  by  the  spear  the  foeman  fell ; 
I  come,  the  joyful  news  to  tell, 

From  thy  true  Polydore." 
And  from  the  grisly  bowl  he  drew 
(Grim  sight  they  well  might  start  to  view  I) 

A  head  that  dripped  with  gore. 
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The  Egyptian  king  recoiled  in  fear, 
*'  Deem  not  from  cloud  thy  fortune  clear  — 

Bethink  thee  yet,"  he  cried, 
*  Thy  Fleets  are  on  the  faithless  seas  ; 
Thy  Fortune  trembles  in  the  breeze. 
And  floats  upon  the  tide.'* 

Ere  yet  the  -warning  ceased — aloud 
Shouts  from  the  joyous  clamoring  crowd — 

It  shouts  from  coast  to  street ! 
Laden  from  far  with  costliest  stores. 
Majestic  come  to  homeward  shores, 

The  Forests  of  the  Fleet. 

Astounded  stood  that  kingly  guest, 
'*  This  day,  in  truth,  thou  seemest  blest, 

Yet  trust  in  Fate  forbear  ! 
New  perils  yet  assail  thy  fleet — 
Behold  the  flags  and  ships  of  Crete — 

And  lo,  thy  shores  they  near!" 

Scarce  spoke  the  Egyptian  king — before 
Hark,  '*  Victory — Victory  I"  from  the  shore, 
And  from  the  seas,  ascended  ; 
"  Escaped  the  doom  that  round  us  lowered, 
Swift  storm  the  Cretan  has  devoured, 
And  war  itself  is  ended  !" 

Then  shuddering,  faltered  forth  the  gueat, 
*♦  To-day  I  must  pronounce  thee  blest. 
Yet  more  thy  doom  I  dread — 

7 
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The  Gods  oft  grudge  what  thej  have  given. 
And  ne'er  unmixed  with  grief  has  Heaven 
Its  jovs  on  mortals  shed  ! 

"  No  less  than  thine  my  rule  has  thriven, 
And  o'er  each  deed  the  gracious  heaven 

Has,  favoring,  smiled  as  yet. 
But  one  beloved  heir  had  I — 
God  took  him ! — I  beheld  him  die. 

His  life  paid  fortune's  debt. 

•'  So,  would'st  thou  'scape  the  coming  ill — 
Implore  the  dread  Invisible 

Thy  sweets  themselves  to  sour  ! 
"Well  ends  his  life,  believe  rae,  never. 
On  whom,  with  hands  thus  full  forever. 

The  Gods  their  bounty  shower. 

**  And  if  thy  prayer  the  Gods  can  gain  not, 
This  counsel  of  thy  friend  disdain  not — 

Invoke  Adversity  ! 
And  what  of  all  thy  worldly  gear 
Thy  deepest  heart  esteems  most  dear. 
Cast  into  yonder  sea  !'' 

The  Samian  thrill'd  to  hear  the  king — • 
"  No  gems  so  rich  as  deck  this  ring, 

The  wealth  of  Samos  gave  :    - 
By  this— 0  may  the  Fatal  Three 
My  blissful  fortunes  pardon  me  !'*— 

He  cast  it  on  the  wave. 


T 
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And  when  the  morrow's  dawn  began. 
All  joyous  came  a  fisherman 

Before  the  prince. — Quoth  he, 
•  Behold  this  Msh — a  prize  so  rare 
As  never  net  till  now  did  snare — 

T  bring  my  gift  to  thee  !" 

The  cook  to  dress  the  fish  begun— 
The  cook  ran  fast  as  cook  could  run — 

'  Look,  look  !  0  master  mine — 
The  ring — the  ring  the  sea  did  win, 
I  found  the  fish's  maw  within — 
Was  ever  luck  like  thine  !" 

In  horror  turns  the  kingly  guest — 
'*  Then  longer  here  I  may  not  rest, 

I'll  have  no  friend  in  thee ! 
The  Gods  have  niurked  thee  for  their  prey, 
'J'o  share  thy  doom  I  dare  not  stay  !" 

He  spoke — and  put  to  sea. 

KoTE. — This  story  is  taken  from  the  well-known  correspondence 
between  Amasis  and  Polycrates,  in  the  third  book  of  Herodotus. 
Polycrates — one  ot  the  ablest  of  that  most  able  race,  the  Greek 
tyrants — was  afterward  decoyed  into  the  power  of  Oroetea,  gov- 
ernor of  Sardis,  and  died  on  the  cross.  Herodotus  informs  us,  that 
the  ring  Polycrates  so  prized  was  an  emerald  set  in  gold,  the 
workmanship  of  Theoilorus  the  Saniian,  Pliny,  on  the  contrarj', 
affirms  it  to  have  ^•••cn  a  sardonyx,  and  in  his  time  it  was  sujiposed 
still  to  exist  amon;^  the  treasures  in  the  Trmple  of  Concord.  It  ia 
M'orth  while  to  turn  to  Herodotus,  (c.  40-4H,  hook  3,)  to  notice  the 
admi-able  art  with  which  Bchiller  has  adapted  the  narrative,  and 
highteiied  its  effect. 
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THE  IMMUTABLE. 


FOREVER  haltless  hurries  Time,  the  Durable  to 
gain. 
Be  true,  and  thou  shalt  fetter  Time  with  everlasting 
cham. 


HOPE 


WE  speak  with  the  lip,  and  we  dream  in  the  soul. 
Of  some  better  and  fairer  day, 
Forever  beheld  on  our  race  to  a  goal 

Shining  golden  afar  on  the  way. 
Through  age  and  through  youth  goes  the  world  , 

yet  befall 
What  there  may,  still  doth  Man  hope  The  Better  in 
all. 


Sweet  guide  into  life  that  his  destiny  grants, 

Hope  hovers  glad  infancy  o'er  ; 
She  shines  on  the   youth  with  the  light  that  en 
chants — 
On  the  old  with  the  smiles  that  restore  ; 
tVud  his  eyes,  as  they  close,  still  the    charnel  can 

brave, 
And,  weary  of  life,  he  plants  Hope  on  the  grave. 
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It  is  not  a  smiling  delusion  that  shames ; 

Nor  a  folly  that  Reason  should  scorn  ; 
'Tis  the  voice  of  the  heart  which  so  loudly  pro- 
claims, 

That  we  for  the  better  were  born. 
And  that  which  the  inner  voice  bids  us  believe 
Can  never  the  Hope  of  a  Spirit  deceive 
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HAST  thou  the  infant  marked  that  yet,  unknow- 
ing of  the  love 
Which  warms  and  cradles,  calmly  sleeps  the  moth- 
er's heart  above — 
Wandering  from  arm  to  arm,  until  loud  youth  doth 

passion  wake. 
And,  glimmering  on  the  conscious  eye,  the  world  in 

glory  break  ? — 
And  hast  thou  seen  the  mother  there  her  anxious 

vigil  keep. 
Buying  with  love  that  never  sleeps   the  darling's 

happy  sleep  ? 
With  her  own  life  she  fans  and  feeds  that  weak 

life's  trembling  rays, 
And  with  the  tweetness  of  the  care,  the  care  itself 

repays 


t 
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And  dost  thou  Nature  then  blaspheme,  that  both 
the  child  and  mother 

Each  unto  each  unites,  the  while  the  one  doth  need 
the  other  ? — 

All  self-sufficing  wilt  tliou  from  that  lovely  circle 
stand — - 

That  creature  still  to  creature  links  in  close  famil- 
iar band  1 

Ah  I  dar'st  thou,  poor  one,  from  the  rest  thy  lonely 
self  estrange  ? 

Eternal  Power  itself  is  but  all  powers  in  inter- 
change ! 


THE   SEXES. 
lEE  in  the  babe  two  loveliest  flowers,  united — for, 


SEE  in  the  bat 
in  truth. 


While  in  the  bud  they  seem  the  same — the  virgin 
and  the  youth. 

But  gently  loosened  is  the  bond,  no  longer  side  by 
side — 

From  modest  Shame  the  fiery  Stiength  will  soon  it- 
self divide. 

Permit  the  youth  to  sport,  and  still  the  wild  desire 
to  chase, 

F'or,  but  when  sated,  weary  Strength  returns  to  seek 
the  Grace. 
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Out  from  the   bud,  the   double  flowers  the  future 

strife  begin, 
How  precious  each — jet  neitlier  stills  the  longing 

heart  within. 
Tb  ripening  charms  the  virgin  bloom  to  woman  shape 

hath  grown, 
But  pride  doth  watch  the  ripening  charms,  and  guard 

them  like  a  zone  ; 
Shj,  as  before  the  hunter's  horn  the  doe  all  trembling 

moves, 
She  flies  from  man  as  from  a  foe,  and  hates  ere  yet 

she  loves ! 


From  lowering  brows  this  struggling  world  the  fear- 
less youth  observes, 
And,  harden' d  for  the  strife  betimes,  he  strains  the 

willing  nerves  ; 
Far  to  the  throng  of  spears  and  to  the  race  prepared 

to  start. 
Urged  by  alluring   glory  on,  and  his   own    stormy 

heart : — 
Protect  thy  work,   0  Nature,    now !  one  from  the 

other  flies, 
Till   thou   unitest   each  at  last  that  for   the  other 

sighs. 
There  art  thou,  Mighty  One  I  where'er  the  discord 

darkest  frown, 
Thou  callest  peaceful  Harmony,  the  godlik**  »  >other 

ddWU. 
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The  noisy  chase  is  lulled  asleep,  day's  clamor  dies 

afar, 
And  gently  into  nightly  rest  sinks  each  returning 

star. 
Soft  sigh  the  reeds,  and,  murmuring  soft,  the  brook- 
let glides  along. 
And  all  the  wood  the  nightingale  melodious  fills  with 

song. 
O  virgin  !  now  what  instinct  heaves  thy  bosom  with 

the  sigh  ? 
0  youth  !  and  wherefore  steals   the   tear  into  thy 

dreaming  eye  ? 
She  seeks  in  vain  the  something  now  round  which 

to  gently  twine, 
With  its  own  weight  the  ripening  fruit  doth  down  to 

earth  incline. 
And  restless  strives  the  youth  against  his  own  con- 
suming fire  ; 
Ah,  where  the  gentle  breath  to  cool  the  flame  of 

young  desire ! 
And  now  they  meet — together  Love  has  brought  and 

joined  the  two. 
And  fast  as  flies  the  winged  god,  doth  victory  still 

pursue. 
0  heavenly  Love  ! — 'tis  thy  sweet  task  the  human 

flowers  to  bind. 
Divided  ever — ^yet  by  thee  forever  intertwined  ? 
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POMPEn   AND   HERCULANEUM. 

Tl^H-^T  'wonder  this  ? — we  ask  the  limpid  well, 
'  »  0  Earth,  of  thee  ! — and  from  thy  solemn  womb 
What  yield'st  thou  ?     Is  there  life  in  the  abyss  ?— 
Hath  a  new  race  (concealed  till  now)  its  homo 
Under  the  lava  ? — Doth  the  Past  return  ? — 
0  Greeks — 0  Romans ! — Come  ! — Behold,  again 
Rises  the  old  Pompeii,  and  rebuilt 
The  long-lost  town  of  Dorian  Hercules  I 
House  upon  house  ! — The  spacious  portico 
Opens  its  halls  !     On,  haste  and  fill  with  life 
The  void  ? — Wide  open,  too,  before  us  spreads 
The  ample  theater  !     Recall  the  crowd  ; 
Through  the  seven  mouths  let  the  great  audience 

stream ! 
Where  are  ye,  mimes  ?     Come  forth  !     Let  crown'd 

Atrides 
Complete  the  sacrifice  !     Avenging  Furies 
Chase  mad  Orestes,  chanting  ghastly  hymns  I 
But  see ! — the  Arch  of  Triumph  stands  before  us. 
Whither  to  lead  ?     We  pass,  and  gain  the  Forum. 
What  shapes  are  seated  on  the  curule  chair  ? 
Lictors,  advance  the  fasces  !     Place  the  Praetor 
On  his  judicial  throne.     Now  call  the    witness. 
And  let  the  accuser  open  with  his  charge. 

On  stretch  the  clean,  clear  streets,  with  narrow 
path  ^ 

Commodious  raised,  and  neighboring  silent  doors 
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Uuder  projecting  roofs  ;  and  all  around 

The  desolate  Atrium,  cordial  and  familiar 

With    Home's   still  smile,    the    graceful    chambere 

spread. 
Open  the  shops,  and  everj  long-closed  entry ; — 
On  drearj  night  let  lusty  sunshine  fall. 

See  the  trim  benches  ranged  in  order ! —  See 
The  rich  designs  of  tesselated  floors, 
And  from  the  walls  still  freshly  glitter  out 
The  glowing  colors.     But  the  artist  where  ? 
Sure  but  this  instant  he  hath  laid  aside 
Pencil  and  pallet ! — With  elaborate  flowers 
And  SAvelling  fruits  the  lively,  rich  festoon 
Borders  and  frames  the  charming  images. 
Here  with  heap'd  basket  steals  a  Cupid  by , 
There  Genii  press  with  purpling  feet  the  grapes  ; 
Here  dancing  springs  the  wild  Bacchante,  there 
Fatigued  she  slumbers,  while  the  listening  Faun 
Watches  her  sleep  with  never-sated  eyes ; 
Now  on  the  Centaur  with  one  kneo  she  rests. 
And  with  light  Thyrsus  goads  him,  bounding  on. 

Slaves,  here  !  why  loiter  ye  ? — Neglected  stand 
The  goodly  vessels  !     Hither,  0  ye  handmaids ! 
And  fill  the  Etruscan  urn  !     How  gracefully 
On  the  wing'd  sphinges  does  the  tripod  rest ! 
Stir  up  the  fire  ;  the  hospitable  hearth 
Prepare  !     Go  to  the  market — take  these  coins, 
Fresh  from  the  mintage  of  imperial  Titus  ; 
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Aud — stay,  the  scales  ;  look,  not  a  weight  is  lost. 
Now  liglit  the  branches  (with  what  delicate  art 
Fashioned  !)  and  feed  with  lucent  oil  the  lamp. 
What  holds  this  casket  ?     Maiden,  come  and  see 
The   gifts    the    bridegroom    sends    thee  '     Gold(n 

armlets, 
And  glittering  trinkets — feigning  gems  in  paste  ! 
Into  the  fragrant  bath  conduct  the  bride ; 
Here  are  the  unguents,  and  the  artful  blooms 
For  Beauty,  still  the  hollow' d  crystal  hoards. 

But  where  the  men  of  old  ? — the  Ancients  where  ? 
A  costlier  treasure  yet  do  serious  archives 
Store  in  the  still  Museum.     Look  !  the  stylus, 
And  here  the  waxen  tablets — naught  is  lost. 

The  earth,  with  faithful  watch,  has  guarded  all  I 
Still  the  Penates  stand.     Back  every  God 
Comes  to  his  haunts  :    why  absent  but  the  Priests  ? 
Lo  !    his  Caducous  light-wing'd  Hermes  waves, 
And  Victory  soars,  escaping  from  his  hand. 
There  are  the  Altars.    Quick,  0  quick  !  and  kindle — 
(Long  has  the  God  without  his  incense  been). 
Kindle  the  votive  sacrificial  flame  ! 
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THE   YOUTH   BY   THE   BROOK. 

Spng  in  Tlie  Parasite,  a  comedy  which  Schiller  translated  fron 
Picard— much  the  best  comedy,  by-the-way,  that  Picard  ever  wrote. 

BESIDE  the  brook  the  Boy  reclined 
And  wove  his  flowery  wreath, 
And  to  the  waves  the  wreath  consigned — 
The  waves  that  danced  beneath. 
"  So  fleet  mine  hours,"  he  sigh'd,  "  away 
Like  waves  that  restless  flow  : 
And,  so  my  flowers  of  youth  decay, 
Like  those  that  float  below. 

•*  Oh,  ask  not  why  I  mourn  and  grieve 

In  youth's  fair  blooming  time  ; 
All  life  doth  hope  and  joy  receive 

With  spring's  returning  prime. 
The  voices  that  with  Nature  wake 

In  thousand  hymns  of  glee, 
But  rouse  the  happy  world,  to  make 

My  heart  more  sad  to  me. 

'  Alas  !  in  vain  the  joys  that  break 

From  Spring  voluptuous,  are  ; 
For  only  One  'tis  mine  to  seek — 

The  Near,  yet  ever  Far  I 
I  stretch  my  arms,  that  shadow  shape 

In  fond  embrace  to  hold  ; 
Still  doth  the  shade  the  clasp  escape^ 

The  heart  is  unconsoled  ! 
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"  Come  fortli,  fair  Friend,  come  forth  below, 

And  leave  thy  loftj  hall ; 
The  fairest  flowers  the  spring  can  know 

In  thy  dear  lap  shall  fall ! 
Clear  glides  the  brook  in  silver  roll'd. 

Sweet  carols  fill  the  air ; 
The  meanest  hut  hath  space  to  hold 

A  happy,  loving  Pair  ."* 


FRIDOLIX; 

OR,    THE   MESSAGE   TO   THE   FORGE. 

SoniLLKE,  speaking  of  this  Ballad,  which  lie  had  then  nearly  con- 
cluded, says  that  "accident  had  suggested  to  him  a  very  pretty 
theme  for  a  Ballad;"  and  that  "after  having  travelled  through  air 
and  water. alluding  to  "The  Cranes  of  Ibycus"  and  "The  Diver," 
"he  should  now  cKiim  to  himself  the  Element  of  Fire."  Hoflfmeister 
supposes  from  the  name  of  Savern,  the  French  orthography  for 
Zabern,  a  town  in  Alsatia,  that  Schiller  took  the  material  for  his 
tale  from  a  French  source,  though  there  are  German  Legends  anala- 
gous  to  it.  The  general  style  of  the  B.allad  is  simple  almost  to 
homeliness,  though  not  to  the  puerility  affected  by  some  of  our  own 
Ballad-writers.  But  the  pictures  of  the  Forge  and  the  Catholic  Rit- 
ual are  worked  out  with  singular  force  and  truthfulness. 

A  HARMLESS  lad  was  Fridolin, 
A  pious  youth  was  he  ; 
He  served,  and  sought  her  grace  to  win, 

Count  Savern' s  fair  lady ; 
And  gentle  was  the  Dame  as  fair. 
And  light  the  toils  of  service  there, 
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And  yet  tho  •woman's  wildest  whim 
In  her — had  been  but  joy  to  him. 

Soon  as  the  early  morning  shone, 

Until  the  vesper-bell, 
For  her  sweet  best  he  lived  alone. 

Nor  e'er  could  serve  too  well. 
She  bade  him  oft  not  labor  so : 
And  then  his  eyes  would  overflow — 
For  how  could  aught  as  toil  appear, 
Which  served  the  one  to  him  so  dear  1 

And  so  of  all  her  House,  the  Dame 

Most  favored  him  always  ; 
And  from  her  lip  forever  came 

His  unexhausted  praise. 
On  him,  more  like  some  gentle  child, 
Than  serving-youth,  the  lady  smiled, 
And  took  a  harmless  pleasure  in 
The  comely  looks  of  Fridolin. 

The  Huntsman,  llobert,  long  beheld 

The  favor  thus  confest, 
And  poisonous  envy,  gathering,  sweli'd 

His  dark,  malignant  breast 
His  Lord  was  rash  of  thought  and  deed» 
A  man  whom  guile  might  well  mislead  ; 
And  thus,  as  from  the  chase  they  rode, 
Suspicion's  seed  the  traitor  sowed  ; 


k. 


f 
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•  Happy  art  thou,  my  Lord,  in  truth," 

The  crafty  knave  did  say  ; 
'  Your  golden  sheep  no  veuom'd  tooth 
Of  Doubt  doth  gnaw  away. 
Your  noble  lady  is  secure 
In  virtuous  shame — that  girdle  pure ; 
Iler  faith  no  snares  from  thee  could  gain  , 
The  smooth  seducer  woos  in  vain." 

"  How  now  ! — bold  man,  what  sayest  thou?' 

The  frowning  Count  replied — 
''  Think'st  thou  I  build  on  woman's  vow, 
Unstable  as  the  tide? 
Soft  to  her  ear  doth  flatterv  sound  : — 
I  rest  my  faith  on  firmer  ground  ; 
The  Count  Von  Savern's  wife  unto 
No  smooth  seducer  comes  to  woo!" 

'  Right !" — quoth  the  other — "  and  your  scorn 
Enough  the  fool  chastises. 
Who,  though  a  simple  vassel  born, 

Himself  so  highly  prizes  ; 
Who  buoys  his  heart  with  rash  desires, 
And  to  the  Dame  he  serves — aspires." 
How  !"  cried  the  Count,  and  trembled — ''  Hovr 
Of  One  who  lives,  then,  spcakest  thou  ?'' 

'  Surely  ;  can  that  to  all  revealed 
Be  all  unknown  to  you  ? 
Yet,  from  your  ear  if  thus  concealed 
Let  me  withhold  it  too." 
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Out  Inirst  the  Count,  with  gasping  breath — 
.4  Fool — fool ! — thou  speak'st  the  words  of  death ! 

What  brain  has  dared  so  bold  a  sin?" 
*•  My  Lord.  I  spoke  of — Fridolin ! 

•'  His  face  is  comely  to  behold  " — 
He  adds,  with  deadly  art. 
The  Count  grew  hot — the  Count  grew  cold — 
The  words  had  pierced  his  heart. 
••  My  gracious  master  sure  must  see 
That  only  in  her  eyes  lives  he  ; 
Behind  your  board  he  stands  unheeding, 
Close  by  her  chair — his  passion  feeding. 

"  And  then  the  rhymes."— '* The  rhymes!"—"  The 
same — 
Confessed  the  frantic  thought." 
Confessed  !*'— "  Ay,  and  a  mutual  flame 

The  shameless  knave  besought ! 
All  this  my  lady,  soft  and  meek. 
Might  well  from  pity  shun  to  speak  ; 
Nor  should  my  words  have  vex'd  your  ear — 
What  has  my  lord  the  Count  to  fear  ?" 

Straight  to  a  wood,  in  wrath  and  shame. 

Away  Count  Savern  rode — 
Where,  in  the  neighboring  furnace-flame, 

The  molten  iron  glowed. 
Here,  late  and  early,  still  the  brand 
Kindled  the  smiths,  with  crafty  hand  ; 
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Tlie  hoait  in  eidier  Weast. 
And  kkd  they,  witk  idko  bdlovs*  Iwmtik. 
To  sttrengdMa  stiU  tih«  finnaei^-dettai ; 
*IkB  ■ndn'-pnefils  aor  dig 
Walt  Ike  TieliM— ttim  tke  altar ! 
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The  huntsman  seeks  the  page — God  woL 
How  smooth  a  face  hath  he  I 
"  Off,  comrade,  off!  and  tany  not ; 
Thy  lord  hath  need  of  thee  !" 
Thus  spoke  his  lord  to  Fridolin  : 
■  Haste  to  the  forge  the  -wood  within, 
And  ask  the  serfs  who  ply  the  trade— 
Have  you  my  lorcL's  command  obeyed?^  * 

"  It  shall  be  done," — and  yet  the  task 
One  duty  doth  delay ; 
Had  she  no  hest? — 'twere  well  to  ask. 

To  make  less  long  the  way. 
Before  the  lady  now  he  stands — 
'  To  seek  the  forge  my  lord  commands  \ 
But,  ere  I  go,  I  come  to  thee : 
Hast  thou  no  orders,  too,  for  me''" 

The  gentle  dame  replied,  "Alas!" 
(Her  voice  was  soft  and  mild), 
•  I  fain  would  hear  the  holy  mass  ; 
Sore  ailing  lies  my  child. 
Go  thou,  instead,  and  kneeling  there, 
Utter  for  me  thy  humble  prayer ; 
Repent  each  sinful  thought  of  thine — 
Sc  shall  thy  soul  find  grace  for  mine   ** 

And  now,  with  footstep  fleet  and  fast. 

Along  the  path  he  hies. 
The  hamlet  now  is  nearly  past, 

When  hark  !   what  sounds  arise? 
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Swinging  aloft  with  solemn  swell, 

Clear  from  the  church-tower  clangs  the  bell, 

Knolling  souls  that  would  repent 

To  the  Holy  Sacrament. 

"If  God  is  found  upon  the  way, 

Thou  must  not  pass  him  by !" 
He  stepped  into  the  church  to  pray — 

But  all  stood  silently. 
It  was  the  Harvest's  merry  reign. 
The  scythe  was  busy  in  the  grain; 
And  not  a  chorister  was  there, 
The  mass  to  serve — the  rites  to  share. 

The  impulse  to  his  heart  is  given. 

As  sacristan  to  be  : 
'*  Whate'er  promotes  thy  service.  Heaven, 

Is  not  delay,"  said  he. 
.So,  on  the  priest,  with  humble  soul, 
He  hung  the  cingulum  and  stole, 
And  nimbly  ranged  each  holy  thing 
To  the  high  mass  administ'ring. 

To  aid  the  priest  (these  duties  o'er). 

As  ministrant,  he  stands 
Now,  bowed  the  altar  shrine  before. 

The  mass-book  in  his  hands. 
Rightward,  leftward  kneeleth  he, 
Watchful  every  sign  to  see. 
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Tinkling,  as  the  sanctus  fell, 
Thrice  at  the  holy  name,  the  bell. 


Now  the  meek  priest,  bending  lowly, 

Turns  unto  the  shrine, 
And  with  lifted  hand  and  holy, 

Hears  the  cross  divine. 
While  the  clear  bell,  lightly  swinging 
That  boy- sacristan  is  ringing  ; — 
All  then  present,  down  inclining, 
Strike  their  breasts,  the  symbol  signing. 


'g' 


Still  in  every  point  excelling, 
With  a  quick  and  nimble  art — 

Every  custom  in  that  dwelling 
Knew  the  boy  by  heart ! 

To  the  close  he  tarried  thus, 

Till  Vobiscum  Dominus  ; 

Till  the  blessing  of  the  priest, — 

Till  the  holy  service  ceased ! 

Each  thing  in  order,  as  before, 

His  pious  hands  array, 
Asperge  the  shrine  ;  and  then  once  more 

He  takes  his  cheerful  way. 
Lightly — with  conscience  calm  he  goes  ; 
Before  his  steps  the  furnace  glows  ; 
His  lips,  the  while  (the  count  completing) 
Twelve  paternosters  slow-repeating. 
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He  gained  the  forge— the  smiths  survejed. 
As  there  they  grimly  stand  : 
**  How  fares  it,  friends  ? — Have  ye  oheyed,^^ 

He  cried,  "  77iy  lorcfs  command  .-"' 
**  Ho  !  ho  !"  they  shout,  with  ghastly  grin» 

And  point  the  furnace-throat  within  : 
"  He's  caught  and  cared  for — go  thy  ways  : 
Well  shall  the  Count  his  servants  praise." 

On,  with  this  answer,  onward  home, 

With  fleeter  step  he  flies  ; 
But  when  the  Count  beheld  him  come — 
He  scarce  could  trust  his  eyes. 
"Whence  com'st   thou?" — "From   the   furur''e." 
— "  So  ! 
Not  elsewhere  ?  troth,  thy  steps  are  slow ! 
Thou  hast  loitered  long  !" — "  Yet  only  till 
My  dame's  command  I  did  fulfil. 

*'  For,  pardon — but  to  her,  to-day, 

I  went  on  quitting  thee, 
To  ask  if  aught,  upon  the  way. 

She  might  intrust  to  me. 
She  bade  me  halt  the  mass  to  hear, 
Sweet  order  to  thy  servant's  ear  ; 
Kosaries  four  I  told,  delaying, 
For  you  both  the  Saviour  praying." 

All  stunn'd.  Count  Savern  heard  the  speecn— 
A  wondering  man  was  he  ; 
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"  And  when  thou  didst  the  furnace  reach, 

What  answer  gave  they  thee?" 
"  They  answered  dark,  with  ghastly  grin, 

Pointing  the  furnace-throat  within, 
'  He's  caught  and  cared  for — go  thy  ways: 
Well  shall  the  Count  his  servants  praise.' " 

**  And  Robert?^'' — gasped  the  Count,  as  lost 

In  awe,  he  shuddering  stood — ■ 
*'  Thou  must,  be  sure,  his  path  have  cross'd — 

I  sent  him  to  the  wood.'''' 
"  In  wood  nor  field  where  I  have  been, 
No  single  trace  of  him  was  seen." 
All  deathlike  stood  the  Count :   '*  Thy  might, 
0  God  of  heaven,  hath  judged  the  light '" 

Then  meekly,  humbled  from  his  pride, 

He  took  the  servant'N  hand  ; 
He  led  him  to  his  lady  s  side, 

She  naught  couh'  understand. 
•  This  child — no  angel  rs  more  pure — 
Long  may  thy  -^race  for  him  endure  ; 
Oar  strength  how  weak,  our  sense  how  dim— 
God  and  his  hosts  are  over  him]" 

XJUsxaQy  .o  gbize,  vitrify  {;t)ergl(uen'). 
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TO  learn  what  gives  to  every  thing 
The  form  and  life  which  we  survey, 
The  law  by  which  the  Eternal  King 
Moves  all  Creation's  ordered  ring, 

And  keeps  it  from  decay — 
When  to  great  Doctor  Wiseman  Ave  go — 
If  helped  not  out  by  Fichte's  Ego — 
All  from  his  brain  that  we  can  delve, 
Is  this  sajre  answer — "  Ten's  not  Twelve." ' 
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The  snow  can  chill,  the  fire  can  burn, 

Men  when  they  walk  on  two  feet  go  ; — 
A  sun  in  Heaven  all  eyes  discern — 
This  through  the  senses  we  may  learn 

Nor  go  to  school  to  know  ! 
But  the  profounder  student  sees. 
That  that  which  burns — will  seldom  freeze , 
And  can  instruct  the  astonished  hearer. 
How  moisture  moistens — light  makes  clearer. 

Homer  composed  his  mighty  song. 

The  hero  danger  dared  to  scorn, 
The  brave  man  did  his  duty,  long 
Before — (and  who  shall  say  I'm  wrong  ?)  — 

Philosophers  were  born  ! 
Without  Descartes  and  Locke — the  Sun 
Saw  things  by  Heart  and  Genius  done. 
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Which  those  great  men  have  proved,  on  viewing. 
The— possibility  of  doing  ! 

Strength  in  this  life  prevails  and  sways — 

Bold  Power  oppresses  humble  Worth- 
He  who  cannot  command  obeys — 
In  short,  there's  not  too  much  to  praise 

In  this  poor  orb  of  earth. 
But  how  things  better  might  be  done, 
If  sages  had  this  world  begun, 
By  moral  systems  of  their  own, 
Most  incontestably  is  shown  ! 

Man  needs  mankind,  must  be  confest^ 

In  all  he  labors  to  fulfill. 
Must  work,  or  with,  or  for  the  rest : 
'Tis  drops  that  swell  the  ocean's  breast — 

'Tis  waves  that  turn  the  mill. 
The  savage  life  for  man  unfit  is. 
So  take  a  wife  and  live  in  cities." 
Thus  ex  cathedra  teach,  we  know, 
Wise  Messieurs  Puff"endorf  and  Co. 

Yet  since,  what  grave  professors  preach, 

The  crowd  may  be  excused  from  knowing 

Meanwhile,  old  Nature  looks  to  each, 

Tinkers  the  chain,  and  mends  the  breach, 
And  keeps  the  clockwork  going. 

Some  day,  Philosophy,  no  doubt, 

A  better  Wt)rld  will  bring  about. 
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Till  then  the  Old  a  little  longer, 

Must  blunder  on — through  Love  and  Hunger  ! 

'  "  Wenn  Ich  nicht  drauf  ihm  helfe 
Er  heisst ;  zeha  ist  nicht  zwGlfe." 

If  the  Ich  in  the  test  is  correctly  printed  with  a  capital  initial 
the  intention  of  Schiller  must  apparently  be  to  ridicule  the  absolute 
Ego  of  Fichte — a  philosopher  whom  he  elsewhere  treats  with  very  lit- 
tle ceremony — and  thus  Hoffmeister  seems  to  interpret  the  meaning. 
Hinrichs,  on  the  other  hand,  quoting  the  passage  without  the  capital 
initial,  assumes  the  satire  to  be  directed  against  the  first  great  law 
of  logic,  which  logicians  call  the  Principle  of  Contradiction,  viz.,  that 
it  is  impossible  for  a  thing  to  be  and  not  to  be  at  the  same  time  ;  or, 
as  Schiller  expresses  it,  that  it  is  impossible  for  ten  to  be  both  ten 
and  twelve;  a  truth  which  is  obvious  to  ail  men.  and  which,  jire- 
cisely  because  it  is  obvious  to  all  men,  Philusojihers  can  state  and 
explain.  According  to  this  latter  iuterpret:ition,  the  sense  is  not 
correctly  given  in  the  translation,  and  Schiller  seems  rather  to  say, 
"  I  should  call  that  man  exceedingly  clever  who  could  explain  to  me 
the  great  law  of  thj  Universe,  if  I  did  not  first  explain  it  to  him  by 
saying  it  i.s  this.  Ten  is  not  Twelve — i.  e..  No  philosopher  can  tell  a 
plain  man  any  thing  about  a  profound  principle,  which  any  plain  iu;ui 
could  not  ji  8*  as  well  have  told  to  the  Philosopher." 
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TO   THE   IDEALS. 

To  appreciate  the  beauty  of  this  Poem,  the  reader  must  reincmbei 
that  it  preceded  our  own  School,— we  will  not  say  of  E^'otisin,  but  of 
Self-expression ;  a  school  of  which  the  great  Byron  is  the  everlasting 
master — and  In  which  the  Poet  reveals  the  hearts  of  others,  by  confess- 
ing the  emotions  of  his  own.  Of  late  years,  we  have  been  overwhelm- 
ed with  attempts  at  the  kind  of  pathos  which  the  following  stanzaa 
embody  with  melancholy  tenderness — yet  willi  manly  resignation. 
But  at  the  time  Schiller  wrote  this,  the  loveliest,  perhaps,  of  his 
lyrical  elegies,  he  had  the  meiit  of  originality — a  merit  the  greater, 
because  the  Poem  expresses  feelings  which  almost  all  of  us  have 
felt  in  the  progress  of  life. 

SO,  wilt  thou,  with  thy  charming  train, 
Relentless,  faithless,  fly  from  me, 
With  all  thy  pleasure,  all  thy  pain, 

And  all  thy  World  of  Fantasy  ? 
Alas  !  can  naught  thy  flight  restrain  ? 
Can  naught  mine  age  of  gold  delay  ? 
No — downward  to  the  eternal  main 
The  hurrying  waters  lapse  away. 


Extinct  in  night  the  suns  are  lost 

That  did  my  youth  serenely  gild ; 
Dissolved  in  air  the  Ideal  host 

That  once  the  heart  inebriate  fiU'd. 
Gone  is  the  sweet  belief  divine 

In  beings  born  to  dreams  !     I  see 
The  godlike  realm,  that  once  was  mine, 

Thy  spoil,  0  stern  Reality  ! 


I 
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As  rouad  his  form  he  art  had  wroa!2:ht 

Pygmalion's  jearniug  arms  were  thrown, 
Till  life  from  love  the  statue  caught, 

And  feeling  glowed  beneath  the  stone  ; — 
So  Nature,  in  my  loving  arms. 

And  with  my  young  desire,  I  prest ; 
Till,  warm'd  to  breath  and  living  charms, 

She  kindled  at  my  Poet's  breast. 

With  nune  impassion'd  flame  she  burn'd, 

Her  silence  found  responsive  tone ; 
My  kiss  of  love  her  biss  return'd ; 

Her  heart  interpreted  my  own. 
Then  liv'd  the  flower — then  liv'd  the  tree  ' — 

Then  sang  the  fountain's  silver  fall ! 
No  thing  without  a  soul  to  me ! 

My  life  its  echo  heard  in  all ! 

Pent  in  the  bosom's  narrow  bound, 

The  circling  whole  in  embryo  lay. 
And  strove  in  deed,  word,  shape,  and  sound, 

To  burst  existing  into  day. 
How  rich,  while  yet  the  germ  conceal'd, 

I  thought  that  world  of  blooms  must  be  ; 
But  from  the  germ  they  rose  reveal'd. 

And  oh,  how  mean  the  flowers  I  see  ' 

Light,  as  by  valor  wing'd  for  air. 
On  life  illumed  by  morning  beams, 
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Sprang  Youth,  as  yet  uncurb'd  by  care. 
And  blest  in  error's  happy  dreams  : 

Up  to  the  ether's  faintest  star, 

Did  wild  design  adventurous  soar — 

Oh,  naught  too  high,  and  naught  too  far 
For  those  strong  pinions  to  explore. 

Borne  into  heaven — there  seem'd  no  strife 

Too  hard  for  him  the  prize  to  gain  ; 
How  danced  before  the  car  of  life 

The  light  Procession's  airy  train  ! 
Love,  with  rewards  to  lovers  known, 

Fortune,  with  fillets  golden-spun, 
And  Glory,  with  her  starry  crown. 

And  Truth,  that  glittered  in  the  sun. 

Ah  !  midway  soon  the  radiant  shapes 
Forsaking,  faithless  from  me  stray, 

As,  one  by  one,  the  host  escapes 
And  into  distance  fades  away. 

Light  Fortune  was  the  first  to  fly ; — 
The  thirst  for  knowledcro  lincrer'd  still. 

O  O 

When  Doubt  in  tempest  vail'd  the  sky. 
And — Truth  no  more  was  visible. 

And  holy  Glory's  crown  sublime 

I  saw  ignoble  brows  above ; 
And,  oh,  the  brief  sweet  bloom  of  Time  ! 

Oh,  all  too  soon  fled  rosy  Love  ! 
And  stiller  yet,  and  yet  more  lone. 

The  desert  path  before  me  lay. 
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Till  Hope  itself  but  feebly  shone 
Along  the  glimmering,  gloomy  way. 

Who,  loving,  lingers  yet  to  guide. 

When  all  that  train  inebriate  fled, 
Who  stands  consoling  by  my  side, 

And  follows  to  the  House  of  Dread  ? 
Thou,  Friendship — thou  art  faithful  there. 

As  gentle  still  to  heal  the  wound, 
As  strong  the  load  of  life  to  share, 

0  !  thou  the  earliest  sought  and  found  — 

And  Thou,  that  dost  with  her  combine 

To  lull  the  soul's  unruly  storm. 
At  least  thy  tasks,  employment  mine, 

Destroy  not,  slowly  though  they  form. 
If  swelling  but  by  grains  of  sand. 

Eternity — that  pile  sublime — 
Yet  moments,  days,  and  years,  thy  hand 

Strikes  from  the  great  account  of  Time 
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A  T  Smithfield '  once,  as  I've  been  told, 
xA.  Or  some  such  place  where  beasts  are  sold, 
A  bard,  whose  bones  from  flesh  were  all  free, 
Put  up  for  sale  the  muse's  palfrey. 
The  Hippogriff,  majestic,  neigh'd. 
And  pranced  as  if  in  proud  ])aradti 
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The  crowd  grew  large,  the  crowd  grew  larger  : 
*'  In  truth,"  they  cried,   "  a  splendid  charger  ! 
'Twould  suit  some  coach  of  state  ! — the  king's 
But,  bless  my  soul,  what  frightful  wings  ! 
No  doubt  the  breed  is  mighty  rare — 
But  who  would  coach  it  through  the  air  ? 
Who'd  trust  his  neck  to  such  a  flyer  ?" — 
In  short,  the  bard  could  find  no  buyer. 


At  last  a  farmer  plucked  up  mettle : 
"  Let's  see  if  we  the  thing  can  settle. 
Those  useless  wings  my  man  may  lop, 
Or  tie  down  tight — I  like  a  crop  ! 
'T  might  draw  my  cart,  if  kept  in  bounds ; 
Come,  Friend,  I'll  venture  twenty  pounds !' 
The  hungry  bard  with  joy  consented, 
And  Hodge  bears  off  his  prize,  contented. 
The  noble  beast  is  in  the  cart ; 
Hodge  cries,   "  Gee  hup  !"  and  off  they  start. 
He  scarcely  feels  the  load  behind, 
Skirrs,  scours,  and  scampers  like  the  wind. 
The  wings  begin  for  heaven  to  itch, — 
And  now  the  cart  is  in  the  ditch ! 
•'  So  ho  !"  grunts  Hodge,  "  'tis  more  than  funny ! 
I've  got  a  penn'orth  for  my  money. 
To-morrow,  if  I  still  survive, 
I  have  some  score  of  folks  to  drive  ; — 
As  leader  I  will  yoke  the  beast ; 
"Twill  save  me  one  good  pair  at  least 
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Choler  and  collar  wear  with  time  ; 
The  lively  rogue  is  in  his  prime." 

All  's  well  at  first — till,  with  a  start, 
Off  goes  the  wagon  like  a  dart. 
Light  bounding  on,  the  fiery  steed 
Inspires  the  rest  to  equal  speed ; 
Till,  with  tall  crest,  he  sniffs  the  heaven. 
Spurns  the  dull  road  so  smooth  and  even. 
True  the  impetuous  instinct  to, 
Field,  fen,  and  bog  he  scampers  through. 
The  frenzy  now  has  caught  the  team  ; 
The  driver  tugs,  the  travelers  scream. 
O'er  ditch,  o'er  hedge,  splash,  dash,  and  crash  on 
Ne'er  farmer  flew  in  such  a  fashion. 
At  last,  all  battered,  bruised,  and  broken, 
(Poor  Hodge's  state  may  not  be  spoken,) 
Wagon,  and  team,  and  travelers  stop, 
Perched  on  a  mountain's  steepest  top  ! 
Exceeding  sore,  and  much  perplext, 
"  I'  fegs  !"  the  farmer  cries,  "  what  next  ? 
This  helter-skelter  sport  will  never  do. 
But  break  him  in  PU  yet  endeavor  to  : 
Let  's  see  if  work  and  starving  diet 
Can't  tame  the  monster  into  quiet  !'* 

The  proof  was  made;  and,  save  us  !  if  in 
Three  days  you'd  seen  the  hippogriffin, 
You'd  scarce  the  noble  beast  have  known. 
Starved  duly  down  to  skin  and  bone. 
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Cries  Hodge,  rejoiced,  "  I  have  it  now , 

Bring  out  my  ox,  he  goes  to  plow." 

So  said,  so  done,  and  droll  the  tether, 

Wiug'd  horse,  slow  ox,  at  plow  together 

The  unwilling  griffin  strains  his  might, 

One  last  strong  struggle  yet  for  flight ; 

In  vain,  for,  well  inured  to  labor, 

Plods  sober  on  his  heavy  neighbor, 

And  forces,  inch  by  inch,  to  creep, 

The  hoofs  that  love  the  air  to  sweep  ; 

Until,  worn  out,  the  eye  grows  dim, 

The  sinews  fail  the  foundered  limb. 

The  god-steed  droops,  the  strife  is  past, 

He  writhes  amidst  the  mire  at  last ! 

"  Accursed  brute  !"  the  farmer  cries  ; 

And,  while  he  bawls,  the  cart-whip  plies, 

"  All  toil,  it  seems,  you  think  to  shirk, 

So  fierce  to  run,  so  dull  to  work ! 

My  twenty  pounds  ! — Not  worth  a  pin  ! 

Confound  the  rogue  who  took  me  in !" 

He  vents  his  Avrath,  he  plies  his  thong, 

When,  lo  !  there  gayly  comes  along, 

With  looks  of  light  and  locks  of  yellow, 

And  lute  in  hand,  a  buxom  fellow ; 

Through  the  bright  clusters  of  his  hair 

A  golden  circlet  glistens  fair. 

''What's  this  ? — a  wondrous  yoke  and  pleasant ! 

Cries  out  the  stranger  to  the  peasant. 

"  The  bird  and  ox  thus  leashed  together — 

Come,  prithee,  just  unbrace  the  tether  : 


^^ 


PUNCH    SONG.  115 

Bat  let  me  mount  him  for  a  minute — 
That  beast ! — you'll  see  how  much  is  in  it." 

The  steed  released,  the  youthful  stranger 
Leaps  on  his  back,  and  smiles  at  danger ; 
Scarce  felt  that  steed  the  master's  rein, 
When  all  his  fire  returns  again  : 
He  champs  the  bit,  he  rears  on  high. 
Light  flashes  from  the  kindling  eye  ; 
Changed  from  a  creature  of  the  sod, 
Behold  the  spirit  and  the  god ! 
As  sweeps  the  whirlwind,  heavenward  springs 
The  unfurled  glory  of  his  wings ; 
Before  the  eye  can  track  the  flight, 
Lost  in  the  azure  fields  of  light. 

1  Literally  "  Haymarket*' 


PUNCH   SONG. 

FOUR  Elements,  joined  in 
An  emulous  strife. 
Build  up  the  world,  and 
Constitute  life. 

First  from  the  citron 
The  starry  juice  pour ; 

Acid  to  Life  is 

The  innermost  core. 

Now,  let  the  sugar 

The  bitter  one  meet 
9 
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And  the  strength  of  the  acid 
Be  tamed  with  the  sweet. 

Bright  let  the  water 
Flow  into  the  bowl ; 

For  water,  in  calmness, 
Encircles  the  whole. 

Next,  shed  the  drops 
Of  the  spirit  within  • 

Life  but  its  life  from 
The  spirit  can  win. 

Drain  quick — no  restoring 
When  cool  can  it  bring ; 

The  wave  has  but  virtue 
Drunk  hot  from  the  spring 
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TO  BE  SUNG  E^  THE  NORTH. 

ON  the  free  southern  hills 
Where  the  full  summers  ^hine 
Nature,  quickened  by  sunlig  t. 
Gives  birth  to  the  vine  ' 

Her  work  the  Great  Mother 
Conceals  from  the  sight. 
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Untracked  is  the  labor, 
Unfathomed  the  might. 

Like  a  child  of  the  sunbeam, 

A  fountain  of  light, 
It  springs  from  the  vat, 

Crystal-clear — purple-bright. 


All  the  senses  it  gladdens, 
Gives  Hope  to  the  breast ; 

Tr  grief  a  soft  balsam, 
To  life  a  new  zest. 

But,  our  zone  palely  gilding. 

The  Sun  of  the  North 
From  the  leaves  it  scarce  tinteth 

No  fruit  ripens  forth. 

Yet  life  will  ne'er  freely 
Life's  gladness  resign: 

Our  vales  know  no  vineyard — 
Invent  we  a  wine  ' 

Though  wan  the  libation, 

On  hearth-altars  here ; 
Living  Nature  alone  gives 

The  bright  and  the  clear ! 

Yet  still  let  the  bowl 

With  its  dim  flood  inspire ; 
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Alt  too  is  Heaven's  boon, 
Thongb  it  borrow  Eartb's  fire. 

Wborever  strength  rcacliotb, 
What  kinordoms  await  her! 

From  the  Old,  the  New  shaping. 
Art,  ever — Creator ! — 

The  Elements'  union 

Divides  at  her  rod, 
With  the  hearth-flame  she  mimics 

The  sun's  glowing  god. 

To  the  isles  of  the  Blessed 
She  sends  the  ship  forth  ; 

Lo,  the  southern  fruits  lending 
Their  gold  to  the  North  ! 

So,  this  sap  wrung  from  flame  be 

A  symbol-sign  still, 
Of  the  wonders  man  works  with 

The  Force  and  the  Will ! 


LIGHT    AND    WARMTH.  129 

LIGHT   AND   WARMTH 

THE  noblor  man,  unchilled  bv  doubt, 
Doth  cheerly  life  begin  ; 
And  deems  the  world  he  sees  without 

Pure  as  his  soul  within. 
Warm  in  the  generous  trust  of  youth, 
1 1  e  vows  his  true  arm  to  the  truth. 

The  lowness  and  the  littleness 

Of  all  so  soon  is  shown, 
That  through  the  throng,  and  from  the  presSi 

He  guards  himself  alone  ; 
His  heart  in  haughty  cold  repose. 
From  love  at  last  itself  doth  close. 

The  rays  of  truth  that  light  bestow 

Not  always  warmth  impart ; 
Blest  he  who  gains  the  boon  TO  KNOW, 

Nor  buys  it  with  the  heart ! 
World-wisdom  clear,  Enthusiasm  bright. 
Link — and  enjoy  both  warmth  and  light. 


■ 
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BREADTH    AND   DEPTH. 

MANY  bright  wits  in  the  world  one  sees, 
Universal,  indeed,  in  knowledge, 
On  the  charm  to  attract  and  the  art  to  please— 

Their  lore  could  perplex  a  college. 
So  fond  of  the  Learning  they  show  with  such  pride 
That   she    seems,    happy    men,    their    monopolized 
bride. 

And  yet  they  go  out  of  the  world  quite  still, 

No  trace  of  existence  leaving ; 
Ah  !  he  who  would  really  the  Great  fulfill. 

And  win  what  is  worth  achieving. 
Must  silently  gather,  and,  hour  by  hour. 
In  the  smallest  point,  store  the  amplest  power. 

Though  the  stem  may  rise  proud  in  the  air  aloft. 

Broad  shade  through  the  branches  render; 
Though  the  leaves  may  be  bright,  and  their  fra- 
grance soft, 
'Tis  not  they  that  the  fruit  engender  ; 
From  the  kernel  alone,  though  so  small  it  be. 
Comes   the   Pride    of   the    Forest : — It    hides   th*» 
Tree  ! 
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HERO    AND   LEANDER; 

A   BALLAD, 

Wk  have  already  seen,  in  ''  The  liing  of  Polycrates,"  Schiller'b 
mode  of  dealing  with  classical  subjects.  In  the  pucms  that  follow, 
derived  from  similar  sources,  the  same  spirit  is  maintained.  In 
Bpite  of  Humboldt,  we  venture  to  think  that  Schiller  certainly  ddcs 
not  narrate  Greek  legends  in  the  spirit  of  an  ancient  Greek.  The 
Gothic  sentiment,  in  its  ethical  depth  and  mournful  tenderness,  more 
or  less  pervades  all  that  he  translates  from  classic  fable  into  modern 
pathos.  The  grief  of  Hero,  in  the  ballad  subjoined,  touches  closely 
on  the  lamentaticjns  of  Thekla,  in  Wallenstein.  The  Complaint  of 
Ceres  embodies  Christian  Grief  and  Christian  Hope.  The  Trojan 
Cassandra  expresses  the  moral  of  the  Northern  Faust.  Evtn  the 
"Victory  Feast"  changes  the  whole  spirit  of  Homer,  on  whom  it  is 
founded,  by  the  introduction  of  the  Ethical  Sentiment  at  the  close, 
borrowed,  as  a  modern  v/ould  apply  what  he  so  borrows,  from  the 
moralizing  Horace.  Nothing  can  be  more  foreign  to  the  Hellenic 
Genius  (if  we  except  the  very  disputable  intention  of  the  "  Pro- 
metheus") than  the  interior  and  typical  design  Avhieh  usually  exalts 
every  conception  in  Schiller.  But  it  is  perfectly  open  to  the  Mod- 
ern Poet  to  treat  of  ancient  legends  in  the  modern  spirit.  Though  be 
select  a  Greek  story,  he  is  still  a  modern  who  narrates — he  can  never 
make  himself  a  Greek,  any  more  than  ^schylus  in  the  "  Persit" 
could  make  himself  a  Persian.  But  this  is  still  more  the  privilege 
of  the  Poet  in  Narrative,  or  lyrical  composition,  than  in  the  Drama, 
forin  the  former  he  does  not  abandon  his  identity,  as  in  the  lat- 
ter he  must — yet  even  this  must  has  its  limits.  Shakspeare's  won- 
derful power  of  self-transfusion  has  no  doubt  enabled  him,  in  his 
Plays  from  Eoman  history,  to  animate  his  characters  with  much  of 
Roman  life.  But  no  one  can  maintain  that  a  Eoman  would  ever 
have  written  phiys  in  the  least  resembling  "Julius  Ca'sar,"  or  "Co- 
riolanus."  or  ''Antony  and  Cleopatra."  The  Portraits  may  be 
Eoman,  but  they  aro  painted  in  the  manner  of  the  Gothic  school 
The  Spirit  of  antiquity  is  only  in  them,  inasmuch  as  tho  representa- 
tion of  Human  Nature,  under  certain  circumstances,  is  accurately, 
though  loosely  outlined.  When  the  Poet  raises  the  dead,  it  is  not  to 
restore,  but  to  remodel 
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SEE  you  the  towers  that,  gray  and  old, 
Amidst  the  sunlight's  liquid  gold. 

Crown  each  confronting  steep  ? 
The  Hellespont  beneath  them  swells, 
And  roaring  cleaves  the  Dardanelles.. 

The  Rock-Gates  of  the  Deep  ! 
Hear  you  the  surges  storming  on 

Against  the  frowning  cliflfs  above  ? 
Those  waves  from  Asia  Europe  tore — 

They  did  not  frighten  Love. 

In  Hero's,  in  Leander's  heart, 

The  god  hath  lodged  his  holy  dart — 

Sweet  pain,  to  lovers  known  I 
All  Hebe's  bloom  in  Hero's  face — 
And  his  the  steps  that  seek  the  chase. 

And  roam  the  mountains  lone. 
Between  their  sires  the  rival  feud 

Forbids  their  plighted  hearts  to  meet  • 
And  Love  suspends  o'er  Danger's  gulf 

The  fruits  that  are  so  sweet. 


Alone  on  Sestos'  rocky  tower, 
Where,  upward  sent  in  stormy  shower, 

The  eternal  waters  foam, — 
Alone  the  maiden  sits,  and  eyes 
The  cliffs  of  fair  Abvdos  rise 

Afar — her  lover's  home. 
Oh,  safely  thrown  from  strand  to  strand, 

No  bridge  can  love  to  love  convey  ; 
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No  boatman  shoots  from  yonder  shore, 
Yet  Love  has  found  the  way. — 

That  Love  which  could  the  Labyrinth  dread 
With  slender  clue  securely  thread. 

Which  gifts  with  wit  the  dull ; — 
That  Love  which  o'er  the  furrowed  land 
Bowed — tame  beneath  young  Jason's  hand — 

The  fiery-snorting  Bull  I 
Yes,  Styx  itself,  that  nine-fold  flows, 

Has  Love,  the  fearless,  ventured  o'er, 
And  back  to  daylight  borne  the  bride, 

From  Pluto's  dreary  shore  ! 

What  marvel  then  that  wind  and  wave 
Leander  doth  but  burn  to  brave. 

When  Love,  that  goads  him,  guides  ? 
Still  when  the  day,  with  fainter  glimmer, 
Wanes  pale — he  leaps,  the  daring  swimmer 

Amid  the  darkening  tides  ; 
With  lusty  arms  he  cleaves  the  waves 

And  strives  for  that  dear  strand  afar  ; 
Where  high  from  Hero's  lonely  tower 

Lone  streams  the  Beacon-star. 

In  vain  his  blood  the  wave  may  chill, 
These  tender  arms  can  warm  it  still — 

And,  weary  if  the  way, 
By  many  a  sweet  embrace,  above 
Ail  earthly  boons,  can  liberal  Love 

The  Lover's  toil  repay, 
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Until  Aurora  breaks  the  dream, 

And  warns  the  Loiterer  to  depart — 

Back  to  the  ocean's  icy  bed, 
Scared  from  that  loving  heart. 

So  thirty  suns  have  sped  their  flight — 
Still  in  that  theft  of  sweet  delight 

Exult  the  happy  pair; 
Caress  will  never  pall  caress. 
And  joys  that  gods  might  envy,  bless 

The  single  bride-night  there. 
Ah !  never  he  has  rapture  known, 

"Who  has  not,  where  the  waves  are  driven 
Upon  the  fearful  shores  of  HeH, 

Pluck'd  fruits  that  taste  of  Heaven  I 

Now  changing  in  their  Season  are. 
The  Morning  and  the  Hesper  Star ; — 

They  mark  no  changing  year, 
No  leaves  that  wither,  fade  and  fall. 
As  grimly,  from  his  Northern  hall. 

Comes  "Winter  near  and  near  ; 
Or,  if  they  mark,  the  shortening  days 

But  seem  to  them  to  close  in  kindness ; 
For  longer  joys,  in  lengthening  nights, 

They  thank  the  heaven  in  blindness. 

It  is  the  time,  when  Night  and  Day, 
In  equal  scales  contend  for  sway — * 
Lone,  on  her  rocky  steep. 
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Lingers  the  girl  with  wistful  eyes 

That  watch  tlie  sun-steeds  down  the  skies, 

Careering  toward  the  deep. 
Lull'd  lay  the  smooth  and  silent  sea, 

A  mirror  in  translucent  calm, 
The  breeze,  along  that  crystal  realm, 

Unmurmuring,  died  in  balm. 

In  wanton  swarms  and  blithe  array. 
The  merry  dolphins  glide  and  play 

Amid  the  silver  waves. 
In  gray  and  dusky  troops  are  seen 
The  hosts  that  serve  the  Ocean-Queen, 

Ups warming  from  their  caves  : 
They — only  they — have  witnessed  love 

To  rapture  steal  its  secret  way : 
And  Hecate^  seals  the  only  lips 

That  could  the  tale  betray ! 

She  marks  in  joy  the  lulled  water. 
And,  Sestos,  thus  thy  tender  daughter. 

Soft-flattering,  wooes  the  sea  I 
*  Fair  god — and  canst  thou  then  betray  ? 
No !  falsehood  dwells  with  them  that  say 

That  falsehood  dwells  with  thee  ! 
Ah  !  faithless  is  the  race  of  man. 

And  harsh  a  father's  heart  can  prove  • 
But  thee,  the  gentle  and  the  mild, 

The  grief  of  love  can  move ! 
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"  Within  these  desert  walls  of  stone. 
Should  I,  repining,  mourn  alone, 

And  fade  in  ceaseless  care, 
But  thou,  though  o'er  thy  giant  tide. 
Nor  bridge  may  span,  nor  boat  may  glide. 

Dost  safe  my  lover  bear. 
And  darksome  is  thy  solemn  deep, 

And  fearful  is  thy  roaring  wave  ; 
But  wave  and  deep  are  won  by  love— 

Thou  smilest  on  the  brave ! 

"  Nor  vainly,  Sovereign  of  the  Sea, 
Did  Eros  send  his  shafts  to  thee : 

What  time  the  Ram  of  Gold 
Bright  Helle,  with  her  brother,  bore, 
To  Asian  coasts,  thy  waters  o'er, 

From  Ino's  wrath,  of  old  ! 
Swift,  by  the  maiden's  charms  subdued, 

Thou  cam'st  from  out  the  gloomy  waves. 
And,  in  thy  mighty  arms,  she  sank 

Into  thy  bridal  caves  ; — 

••  A  goddess  with  a  god,  to  keep. 
In  endless  youth,  beneath  the  deep, 

Her  solemn  ocean-court ! 
And  still  she  smooths  thine  angry  tides, 
Tames  thy  wild  heart,  and  favoring  guides 

The  sailor  to  the  port! 
Beautiful  Helle,  bright  one,  hear 

Thy  lone  adoring  suppliant  pray ! 
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And  guide,  this  eve — oh,  guide  nij  love 
Along  the  wonted  way!" 

Now  twilight  dims  the  water's  flow, 
And  from  the  tower,  the  beacon's  glow 

Waves  flickering  o'er  the  main, 
Ah,  where,  athwart  the  dismal  stream, 
Shall  shine  the  Beacon's  faithful  beam. 

The  lover's  eyes  shall  strain  ! 
And  threat'ning  howl  the  winds  afar — 

From  heaven  the  blessed  stars  are  gone- 
More  darkly  swells  the  rising  sea — 

The  tempest  labors  on ! 

Along  the  ocean's  boundless  plains 
Lies  Night — in  torrents  rush  the  rains 

From  the  dark-bosom'd  cloud — 
Red  lightning  pants  along  the  air. 
And,  loosed  from  out  their  rocky  lair, 

Sweep  all  the  storms  abroad. 
Huge  wave  on  huge  wave  tumbling  o'er, 

The  yawning  gulf  is  rent  asunder. 
And  shows,  as  through  an  opening  pall, 

A  hell — the  ocean  under ! 

Poor  maiden  !  bootless  wail  or  vow — 
"  Have  mercy,  Jove — be  gracious,  Thou ! 

Dread  prayer  was  mine  before  ! 
What  if  the  gods  have  heard — and  he, 
Lone  victim  of  the  stormy  sea, 

Now  struggles  to  the  shore  ! 
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There's  not  a  sea-bird  on  the  wave — 
Their  hurrying  wings  the  shelter  seek  ; 

The  stoutest  ship  the  storms  have  proved. 
Takes  refuge  in  the  creek. 

"  Ah,  still  that  heart,  which  oft  has  braved 
The  danger  where  the  daring  saved, 

Love  lureth  o'er  the  sea ; — 
For  many  a  vow  at  parting  morn, 
That  naught  but  death  should  bar  return, 

Breathed  those  dear  lips  to  me  ; 
And  whirl'd  around,  the  while  I  weep, 

Amid  the  storm  that  rides  the  wave, 
The  giant  gulf  is  grasping  down 

The  rash  one  to  the  grave  ! 

''  False  Pontus  !  and  the  calm  I  hail'd, 
The  deadly  treason  darkly  vail'd; 

The  lull'd  pellucid  flow, 
The  smiles  in  which  thou  wert  array'd, 
Were  but  the  snares  that  Love  betray'd 

To  thy  false  realm  below  I 
Now  in  the  midway  of  the  main, 

Return  relentlessly  forbidden. 
Thou  loosenest  on  the  path  beyond 

The  horrors  thou  hadst  hidden." 


Ijoud  and  more  loud  the  tempest  raves, 
In  thunder  break  the  mountain  waves. 
White-foaming  on  the  rock — 
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No  ship  that  ever  swept  the  deep 
Its  ribs  of  gnarled  oak  could  keep 

Unshatter'd  by  the  shock, 
Dies  in  the  blast  the  guiding  torch 

To  light  the  struggler  to  the  strand ; 
'Tis  death  to  battle  with  the  wave, 

And  death  no  less  to  land ! 

On  Venus,  daughter  of  the  seas. 
She  calls,  the  tempest  to  appease — 

To  each  wild-shrieking  wind 
Along  the  ocean-desert  borne. 
She  vows  a  steer  with  golden  horn — 

Vain  vow — relentless  wind  ! 
On  every  goddess  of  the  deep. 

On  all  the  gods  in  heaven  that  be, 
She  calls — to  smooth  to  crystal  calm 

The  tempest-laden  sea ! 

'  Hearken  the  anguish  of  my  cries ! 
From  thy  green  halls,  arise — arise, 

Leucothea  the  divine ! 
Who,  in  the  barren  main  afar, 
Oft  on  the  storm-beat  mariner 

Dost  gently-saving  shine. 
Oh,  reach  to  him  thy  mystic  veil. 

To  which  the  drowning  clwj^p  may  clin^ 
And  safely  from  that  roaring  grave. 

To  shore  my  lover  bring.'" 
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And  now  the  savage  winds  are  hushing, 
And  o'er  the  arch'd  horizon,  blushing, 

Day's  chariot  gleams  on  high  ! 
Back  to  its  bed  the  ocean  creeps, 
Clear  as  a  mirror  shine  the  deeps  ; 

One  smile  on  sea  and  sky  I 
All  softly  breaks  the  rippling  tide, 

Low-murmuring  on  the  rocky  land, 
And  playful  wavelets  gently  float 

A  Corpse  upon  the  strand  ! 

'Tis  he  ! — who  even  in  death  would  still 
Not  fail  the  sweet  vow  to  fulfill ; 

She  looks — sees — knows  him  there  ! 
From  her  pale  lips  no  sorrow  speaks, 
No  tears  glide  down  the  hueless  cheeks, 

Cold — numb'd  in  her  despair — 
She  look'd  along  the  silent  deep, 

She  look'd  upon  the  bright'ning  heaveiit 
Till  to  the  wan  still  face  a  flush 

From  fires  sublime  was  given  ! 

**  Ye  solemn  Powers  men  shrink  to  name. 
Your  might  is  here,  your  rights  ye  claim—- 

Yet  think  not  I  repine . 
Soon  closed  my  course  ;  yet  I  c.in  blesa 
The  life  that  brought  me  happiness — 

The  fairest  lot  was  mine  ! 
Living  have  I  thy  temple  served, 

Thy  consecrated  priestess  been — 
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My  last  glad  offeriug  now  receive, 
Venus,  thou  mightiest  queen !" 

Flash'd  the  white  robe  along  the  air, 
And  from  the  tower  that  beetled  there 

She  plunged  into  the  wave  ; 
Roused  from  his  throne  beneath  the  waste. 
Those  holy  forms  the  god  embraced — 

A  god  himself  their  grave  ! 
Pleased  with  his  prey,  he  glides  along — 

More  blithe  the  murmur'd  music  seems, 
As  gush  from  unexhausted  urns 

His  Everlasting  Streams  ! 

'  This  notes  the  time  of  year — not  the  time  of  day — viz.,  about  the 
23d  of  September. — IIoffmeistkr. 
2  Hecate,  as  the  mysterious  Goddess  of  Nature. — Hoffmeisteb. 
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There  is  peace  between  the  Greeks  and  Trojans — Achilles  is  to  wed 
Polyxena,  Priam's  daughter.  On  entering  the  Temple,  he  is  shi)t 
through  his  only  vulnerable  part  by  Paris. — The  time  of  the  following 
Poem  is  during  the  joyous  preparations  for  the  marriage.  jS.  B. — Tb* 
meter  is,  in  the  translation,  lengthened  by  a  syllable  from  that  in  th* 
original,  which  seemed  to  me  associated,  to  English  ears,  with  a  en 
tain  sing-song,  at  variance  with  the  stately  spirit  of  the  poom. 

AND  mirth  was  in  the  halls  of  Troy, 
Before  her  towers  and  temples  fell ; 
High  peal'd  the  choral  hymns  of  joy, 
Melodious  to  the  golden  shell. 
10 
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The  weary  hand  reposed  from  slaughter — 
The  eye  forgot  the  tear  it  shed  ; 

This  day  King  Priam's  lovely  daughter 
Shall  great  Pelides  wed  ! 

Adorn'd  with  laurel  boughs,  they  come, 

Crowd  after  crowd,  the  way  divine, 
To  fanes  where  gods  have  found  a  home — 

And  on  to  Thymbra's^  solemn  shrine. 
Along  the  streets  in  Bromian  madness 

The  wild  uproarious  revelers  prest ; 
And  left  forsaken  to  its  sadness 

One  solitary  breast  ! 

Unjoyous  in  the  joyful  throng, 

Alone,  and  linking  life  with  none, 
Apollo's  laurel  groves  among, 

The  still  Cassandra  wander'd  on  ! 
Into  the  forest's  deed  recesses 

The  solemn  Prophet-Maiden  pass'd, 
And,  scornful,  from  her  loosen'd  tresses. 

The  sacred  fillet  cast ! 

•  All  deem  that  grief  at  length  is  o'er, 

All  hearts  the  blessed  union  hail ; 
Mine  aged  parents  hope  once  more, 

My  sister  wears  the  bridal- vail — 
And  I  alone,  alone  am  weeping  ; 

The  sweet  delusion  mocks  not  me — 
Around  these  walls  destruction  sweeping. 

More  near  and  near  I  see  ! 
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**  A  torch  before  my  vision  glows, 

But  not  in  Hymen's  hand  it  shines ; 
To  Heaven  a  smoke  ascending  goes, 

But  not  from  holy  offering-shrines  ; 
Glad  hands  the  banquet  are  preparing, 

And  near,  and  near  the  halls  of  state, 
I  hear  the  God  that  comes  unsparing, 

And  brims  the  bowl  of  Fate. 

•*  And  men  my  prophet-wail  deride  ! 

The  solemn  sorroAV  dies  in  scorn  ; 
And  lonely  in  the  waste,  I  hide 

The  tortured  heart  that  would  forewarn. 
Amidst  the  happy,  unregarded, 

Mock'd  by  their  fearful  joy,  I  trod  ; 
Oh,  dark  to  me  the  lot  awarded. 

Thou  evil  Pythian  god  I 

*  Thine  oracle,  in  vain  to  be, 

Oh,  wherefore  am  I  thus  consign'd 
With  eyes  that  every  truth  must  see, 

Lone  in  the  City  of  the  Blind  ? 
Cursed  with  the  anguish  of  a  power 

To  view  the  fates  I  may  not  thrall, 
The  hovering -tempest  still  must  lower—-- 

The  horror  must  befall ! 

'»  Delusion  is  the  life  we  live, 

And  knowledge  death — Oh,  wherefore,  then, 
To  sight  the  coming  evils  give, 
And  lift  the  vail  of  Fate,  to  Men  ^ 
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Take  back  the  clear  aiul  awful  mirror, 
Shut  from  mine  eyes  the  blood-red  glarfl  : 

Thy  truth  i.s  but  a  gift  of  terror 
When  mortal  lips  declare. 

**  My  blindness  give  to  me  once  more' — 

The  gay  dim  senses  that  rejoice  ; 
The  Past  s  delighted  songs  arc  o'er 

For  lips  that  speak  a  Prophet's  voic« 
To  me  the  future  thou  hast  grant^ed  ; 

To  wrap  the  present  hour  in  gloom, 
To  leave  the  moment  disenchanted—- 

False  God,  thy  gift  resume  ! 

*'  Never  may  I  Avith  nuptial  wreath 

The  odor-breathing  hair  entwine  ; 
My  heavy  heart  is  bow'd  beneath 

The  service  of  thy  dreary  shrine. 
My  youth  was  but  by  tears  corroded, — 

My  sole  familiar  is  my  pain, 
Each  coming  ill  my  heart  foreboded. 

And  felt  it  first — in  vain  ! 

"I  see  my  blithe  companions  play 

Around,  in  youth's  fair  pastime  free  , 
All  live  and  love  their  hours  away — 

The  heart  is  only  sad  to  me. 
For  me  no  spring  returns — oh.  never 

For  me  her  revel  Nature  keeps  i 
The  joy  of  life  is  lost  forever 

To  eyes  that  read  its  deeps  ! 
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"  Hapt  in  thy  bliss,  my  sister,  thine 

The  heart's  inebriate  rapture-springs  ;- 
Loncrinfr  with  bridal  arms  to  twine 

The  bravest  of  the  Grecian  kings. 
High  swells  the  joyous  bosom,  seeming 

Too  narrow  for  its  world  of  love, 
Nor  envies,  in  its  heaven  of  dreaming, 

The  heaven  of  gods  above ! 

''  I  too  might  know  the  soft  control 

Of  one  the  longing  heart  could  choose,' 
With  look  which  love  illumes  with  soul— 

The  look  that  supplicates  and  wooes. 
And  sweet  with  him,  where  love  presiding 

Prepares  our  hearth,  to  go — but,  dim, 
A  Stygian  shadow,  nightly  gliding, 

Stalks  between  me  and  him  ! 

"  Forth  from  the  grim  funereal  shore. 

The  Hell-Queen  sends  her  ghastly  bands ; 
Where'er  I  turn — behind — before — 

Dumb  in  my  path — a  Specter  stands  * 
Wherever  gayliest,  youth  assembles — 

I  see  the  shades  in  horror  clad. 
Amidst  Hell's  ghastly  People  trembles 

One  soul  forever  sad  ! 

"  I  see  the  steel  of  Murder  gleam — 

I  see  the  Murderer's  glowing  eyes— 
To  right — to  left,  one  gory  stream — 
One  circling  fate — my  flight  defies 
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I  may  not  turn  my  gaze — all  seeing, 
Foreknowing  all,  I  dumbly  stand — 

To  close  in  blood  my  ghastly  being 
In  the  far  strangers'  land  !" 

Hark !  while  the  sad  sounds  murmur  round, 

Hark,  from  the  Temple-j)orch,  the  cries ! 
A  wild,  confused,  tumultuous  sound  ! 

Dead  the  divine  Pelides  lies ! 
Grim  Discord  rears  her  snakes  devouring — 

The  last  departing  god  hath  gone ! 
And,  womb'd  in  cloud,  the  thunder,  lowering, 

Hangs  black  on  Ilion. 

'  At  Thymbra  there  was  a  temple  sacred  to  Apollo,  who  was  thence 
called  Thj'mbra-us.     Here  Paris  i^  said  to  have  slaiu  Achilles. 

2  "Everywhere,"  says   Iloffaieister,  truly,  '"Schiller  exalts  Ic'eal 
Belief  over  real  wisdom:  everywhere  this  modern  Apostle  of  Chris 
tianity  advocates  that  Ideal,  which   exists   in   faith  and  emotion, 
against  the  wisdom  of  worldly  intellect,  the  barren   experience  of 
life,"  &c. 

3  Agamemnon. 

Note. — Upon  this  poem,  Madame  de  Stael  makes  the  following 
just  and  striking  criticism. — V Allemagne.  Part  II.,  c.  13.  "  One  sees 
in  this  ode  the  curse  inflicted  on  a  mortal  by  the  prescience  of  a  god. 
Is  not  the  grief  of  the  Prophetess  that  of  all  who  possess  a  superior 
intellect  with  an  impassioned  heart?  Under  a  shape  wholly  poetic, 
Schiller  has  embodied  an  idea  grandly  moral — viz.,  that  the  true 
genius  (that  of  the  sentiment)  is  a  victim  to  itself,  even  when  spared 
by  others.  There  are  no  nuptials  for  Cassandra:  not  that  she  is  in- 
sensible— not  that  she  is  disdained — but  the  clear  penetration  of  her 
Boul  passes  in  an  instant  both  life  and  death,  and  can  only  repose  in 
lieavcn." 
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THE   PLATING    INFANT. 

PLAY  in  thy  mother's  laj),  fair  child  I  for  in  that 
holy  isle 
The  trouble  cannot  find  thee  yet,  the  grieving,  nor 

the  guile ; 
Held  in  thy  mother's  arms  above  the  dark,  abysmal 

•wave, 
Thou    lookest   with    thy   fearless    smile   upon   thfl 

floating  grave. 
Play,  loveliest  Innocence  ! — Thee,  yet  Arcadia  cir- 
cles round, 
Life's   blooming    vigor   guards   as   yet  the    golden 

poet-ground. 
Each    gleesome  impulse  Nature  now  can  sanction 

and  befriend, 
Nor  to  that  willing  heart  as  yet  the  Duty  and  the 

En(i. 
Play,  for  the  haggard  Laoor  soon  will  come  to  seize 

its  prey : 
Alas  '    when  Duty  grows  thy  law,  Enjoyment  fades 

away 
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THE    VICTORY    FEAST. 

In  this  Lyric,  Schiller  had  a  notion  of  raising  the  popular  social  song 
from  the  prosaic  vulgarity  common  to  it,  into  a  higher  and  mure  epio 
dignity. 

rpHE  stately  walls  of  Troy  had  sunken, 

-L     Her  towers  and  temples  strew'd  the  soil : 

The  sons  of  Hellas,  victory-drunken, 

Ricldy  laden  with  the  spoil, 
Are  on  their  lofty  barks  reclin'd 

Along  the  Hellespontine  strand  ; 
A  gleesome  freight  the  favoring  wind 

Shall  bear  to  Greece's  glorious  land  ; 

And  gleesome  chant  the  choral  strain, 
As  toward  the  household  altars,  now, 
Each  bark  inclines  the  painted  prow— 

For  Home  shall  smile  again ! 

And  link'd  in  lengthened  rows,  and  weeping. 

Sate  the  pale  Trojan  women  there, 
And  smote  their  bosoms  , — downward  sweeping 

Hung  their  loose  dishevel'd  hair. 
No  festive  sounds  that  peal  along, 

Their  mournful  dirge  can  overwhelm  ; 
Through  hymns  of  joy  one  sorrowing  song 

Commingled,  wails  the  ruin'd  realm. 
•'Farewell,  beloved  shores  !"  it  said, 

*'  From  home  afar  behold  us  torn, 

By  foreign  lords  as  captives  borne — 
Ah,  happy  are  the  Dead!" 
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And  Calchas,  while  the  altars  blaze. 

Invokes  the  high  gods  to  their  feast ! 
On  Pallas,  mighty  or  to  raise 

Or  shatter  cities,  called  the  Priest — 
And  Him,  who  wreathes  around  the  land 

The  girdle  of  his  watery  world, 
And  Zeus,  from  whose  almighty  hand 

The  terror  and  the  bolt  are  hurl'd. 

Success  at  last  awards  the  crown — 
The  long  and  weary  war  is  past ; 
Time's  destined  circle  ends  at  last — 
And  fall'n  the  Mighty  Town ! 

The  Son  of  Atreus,  king  of  men. 

The  muster  of  the  hosts  survey'd. 
How  dwindled  from  the  thousands,  when 

Along  Scamander  first  array'd  ! 
With  sorrow  and  the  cloudy  thought, 

The  Great  King's  stately  look  grew  dim — 
Of  all  the  hosts  to  Ilion  brought. 

How  few  to  Greece  return  with  him  ' 

Still  let  the  song  to  gladness  call. 

For  those  who  yet  their  home  shall  greet  I — 
For  them  the  blooming  life  is  sweet : 

Keturn  is  not  for  all ! 

Nor  all  who  reach  their  native  land 
May  long  the  joy  of  welcome  feel — • 

Beside  the  household  gods  may  stand 
Grim  Murder  witli  awaitinjr  steel  : 
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And  they  who  'scape  the  foe,  may  die 

Beneath  the  foul  familiar  glave. 
Thus  He*  to  whose  prophetic  eye 
Her  light  the  wise  Minerva  gave  : — 
•  Ah  !  blest  whose  hearth,  to  memory  true, 

The  goddess  keeps  unstained  and  pure 
For  woman's  guile  is  deep  and  sure, 
And  Falsehood  loves  the  New!" 

The  Spartan  eyes  his  Helen's  charms. 

By  the  best  blood  of  Greece  recaptured ; 
Round  that  fair  form  his  glowing  arms — 
(A  second  bridalj — wreathe  enraptured. 
"  Woe  waits  the  work  of  evil  birth — 
Revenge  to  deeds  unblest  is  given  I 
Vvr  watchful  o'er  the  things  of  earth, 
The  Eternal  Council-Halls  of  Heaven. 
Yes,  ill  shall  ever  ill  repay — 

Jove  to  the  impious  hands  that  stain 
The  Altar  of  Man's  Hearth,  again 
'I'he  doomer's  doom  shall  weigh  I" 

Well  they,  reserved  for  joy  to-day," 
Cried  out  Oileus'  valiant  son, 
"  May  laud  the  favoring  gods  who  sway 
Our  earth,  their  easy  thrones  upon  ; 
Witii  careless  hands  they  mete  our  doom 

Our  woe  or  welfare  Hazard  gives — 
Patroolus  slumbers  in  the  tomb, 
And  all  unliarm'd  Thersites  lives. 
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If  Fate,  then,  showers  without  a  choice 
The  lots  of  luck  and  life  on  all, 
Let  him  on  whom  the  prize  may  fall, — 

Let  him  who  lives — rejoice  ! 

Yes,  war  will  still  devour  the  best ! — 

Brother,  remember'd  in  this  hour! 
His  shade  should  be  in  feasts  a  guest, 

Whose  form  was  in  the  strife  a  tower ! 
What  time  our  ships  the  Trojon  fired. 

Thine  arm  to  Greece  the  safety  gave— 
The  prize  to  which  thy  soul  aspired. 

The  crafty  wrested  from  the  brave.  * 

Peace  to  thine  ever-holy  rest — 
Not  thine  to  fall  before  the  foe 
Ajax  alone  laid  Ajax  low : 

Ah — wrath  destroys  the  best!" 

Pelides,  to  thy  memory,  then, 

Did  Pyrrhus^  pour  the  votive  wine  : — 
Of  all  the  lots  vouchsafed  to  men, 

My  soul,  great  Father,  prizes  thine. 
Whate'er  our  earthlv  broods, — of  all 

The  highest  and  the  holiest — Fame  I 
For  when  the  Form  in  dust  shall  fall, 
O'er  dust  triumphant  lives  the  Name  ! 
Brave  Man,  thy  light  of  glory  never 
Shall  fade,  while  song  to  man  shall  last 
The  Living  soon  from  earth  are  pass'd 
The  Dead — endure  forever  "  " 
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"  Since  Song  bo  mute  to  mourn  and  praise 
In  Victory's  hour,  the  vanquish'd  Man — 
Be  mine  at  least  one  voice  to  raise 
For  Hector,"  Tydeus'  son  began : 
"  A  Tower  before  his  native  town, 

He  stood — and  fell  as  fall  the  brave. 
I  The  conqueror  wins  the  brighter  crown, 

The  conqucr'd  has  the  nobler  grave ! 
He  in  whose  life  his  country  knows 
Her  rock  and  rampart, — bravely  slain. 
Honored  in  death,  shall  glory  gain 
Out  of  the  lips  of  Foes  !" 

Lo,  Nestor  now,  the  joyous  chief 

Who  sees  three  races  fade  away, 
The  wine-cup — crowned  with  living  leaf — 
Extends  to  weeping  Hecuba. 
'*  Drink — in  the  draught  new  strength  is  glowing 
The  grief  it  bathes  forgets  the  smart ! 
0  Bacchus  !  wond'rous  boons  bestowing, 

Oh,  how  thy  balsam  heals  the  heart ! 
Drink — in  the  draught  new  vigor  gloweth 
The  grief  it  bathes  forgets  the  smart  -- 
And  balsam  to  the  breaking  heart, 
The  healing  god  bestoweth. 

'•As  Niobe,  when  weeping  mute, 

To  angry  gods  the  scorn  and  prey. 
But  tasted  of  the  charmed  fruit. 
And  cast  despair  itself  away  ; 
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So,  in  this  tide  thy  sorrows  steep; 
For  while  unto  thy  lips  it  flows, 
Tliy  grief  shall  know  as  sure  a  sleep 

As  that  which  Lethe's  wave  bestows. 
So,  in  this  tide  thy  sorrows  steep  ; 
For  while  unto  thy  lips  it  flows, 
Fast  bound  in  Lethe's  still  repose 
Shall  Pain  and  Memory  sleep  !" 

Seized  by  the  god,  behold  the  dark 

And  dreaming  prophetess  arise, 
She  gazes  from  the  lofty  bark 

Where  Home's  dim  vapors  wrap  the  skies — 
"  A  vapor  all  of  human  birth, 

Like  mists  ascending,  seen  and  gone, 
So  fade  Earth's  great  ones  from  the  Earth, 
And  leave  the  changeless  gods  alone. 
Jk'hind  the  steed  that  scours  away  ; 
And  on  the  galley's  deck — sits  Care, 
To-morrow  comes,  and  we  arc  where  ? 
Then  let  us  live  to-day  I" 

Uiysses. 

'■*  Need  we  say  to  the  general  reader,  that  allusion  is  here  made  to 
the  strife  betvveen  Ajax  and  Ulysses,  which  has  furnished  a  subject 
CO  the  Greek  tragic  poet,  who  has  depicted,  more  strikingly  than  any 
historian,  that  intense  emulation  for  glory,  and  that  mortal  agony  in 
defeat,  which  constituted  the  main  secret  of  the  prodigious  energy 
of  the  Greek  character?  The  tragic  poet,  in  taking  his  hero  from  the 
Homeric  age,  endowed  him  with  the  feelings  of  the  Athenian  repub- 
licans he  addressed. 

'  Neoptolemus,  the  son  of  Achilles. 
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THE   CRAXES   OF  IBTCUa 

FROM  Rhegium  to  the  Isthmus,  long 
Hallow'd  to  steeds  and  glorious  song, 
Where,  Imk'd  awhile  in  holy  peace, 
Meet  all  the  sons  of  martial  Greece — 
\yends  Ibycus — whose  lips  the  sweet 

And  ever-young  Apollo  fires ; 
The  staflf  supports  the  wanderer's  feet— 
The  God  the  Poet's  soul  inspires ! 

Soon  from  the  mountain-ridges  high. 
The  tower-crown'd  Corinth  greets  his  eye ; 
In  Neptune's  groves  of  darksome  pme, 
lie  treads  with  shuddering  awe  divine  ; 
Nought  lives  around  him,  save  a  SAvarm 

Of  Cranes,  that  still  attend  his  way — 
Lured  by  the  South,  they  wheel  and  form 

In  lengthened  files  their  squadrons  gray. 

And  "  Hail !  beloved  Birds  !"  he  cried  ; 
"  My  comrades  on  the  ocean  tide. 
Sure  signs  of  good  ye  bode  to  me  ; 
Alike  our  lots  would  seem  to  be ; 
From  far,  together  borne,  we  greet 

A  shelter  now  from  toil  and  danger  ; 
And  may  the  friendly  hearts  we  meet 

Preserve  from  every  ill  —the  Strai)ger  !*' 
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His  step  more  light,  his  heart  more  gav, 
Along  the  mid-wood  winds  his  way, 
When,  where  the  path  the  thickets  close,* 
Burst  sudden  forth  two  ruffian  foes; 
Now  strife  to  strife,  and  foot  to  foot ! 

The  hand  soon  sinks  before  the  foe; 
That  hand  so  mighty  with  the  lute, 

Alas  !  is  powerless  with  the  bow. 

He  calls  on  men  and  Gods — in  vain  I 
His  cries  no  blest  deliverer  gain; 
Feebler  and  fainter  grows  the  sound, 
And  still  the  deaf  life  slumbers  round — 
**  In  the  far  land  I  fall  forsaken. 

Unwept  and  unregarded  here ; 
By  death  from  caitiff  hands  o'ertaken, 

Nor  ev'n  one  late  avenger  near!" 

Down  to  the  earth  the  death-stroke  bore  him — 
Hark,  where  the  Cranes  wheel  rustling  o'er  him . 
He  hears,  as  darkness  vails  his  eyes, 
Near,  in  hoarse  croak,  their  dirge-like  cries. 
•*  By  you,  wild  birds,  since  yours  alone 

The  voices  that  can  right  the  dead, 
Be  borne  the  tale  of  murder  done 

To  Heaven  !" — And  so  the  spirit  fled. 

Naked  and  maim'd  the  corpse  was  found — 
And,  still  through  many  a  mangling  wound, 
The  sad  Corinthian  Host  could  trace 
The  loved — too  well-remembered  face. 
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"  And  must  I  meet  thee  thus  once  more  ? 
Who  hoped  the  singer's  brows  to  crown 
With  wreaths  of  pine — the  victory  «/er — 
And  radiant  with  a  new  renown  I" 

And  loud  lamented  every  guest 
Who  held  the  Sea-God's  solemn  feast — 
As  in  a  single  heart  prevailing, 
Throughout  all  Hellas  went  the  wailing. 
Wild  to  the  Council  Hall  they  ran — 

In  thunder  rush'd  the  human  Flood — 
"  Kevenge  shall  right  the  murder'd  man. 

The  last  atonement — blood  for  blood  !" 

Yet  'mid  the  throng  the  Isthmus  claims, 
Lured  by  the  Sea-God's  glorious  games — 
The  mighty,  many-nation' d  throng — 
How  track  the  hand  that  wrought  the  wrong  ?- 
How  guess  if  that  dread  deed  were  done 

By  ruffian  hands,  or  secret  foes  ? 
He  who  sees  all  on  earth— the  SuN — 

Alone  the  gloomy  secret  knows. 

Perchance  he  treads  in  careless  peace, 
Amidst  your  Sons,  assembled  Greece — 
Hears  with  a  smile  revenge  decreed, 
Gloats  with  fell  joy  upon  the  deed — 
His  steps  the  avenging  gods  may  mock 

Within  the  very  Temple's  wall, 
Or  mingle  with  the  crowds  that  flock 

To  yonder  solemn  scenic^  hall. 
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Wedg'd  close,  and  serried,  swarms  the  crowd — 
Beneath  the  weight  the  walls  are  bow'd — 
Thitherwards  streaming  far,  and  wide. 
Broad  Hellas  flows  in  mingled  tide — 
A  tide  like  that  which  heaves  the  deep 

When  hollow-sounding,  shorcAvard  driven  ; — 
On,  wave  on  wave,  the  thousands  sweep 

Till  arching,  tier  on  tier,  to  heaven ! 

The  tribes,  the  nations,  who  shall  name. 
That,  guest-like,  there  assembled  came  ? 
From  Theseus'  town,  from  Aulis'  strand — 
From  Phocis,  from  the  Spartans'  land — 
From  Asia's  wave-divided  clime, 

The  Isles  that  gem  Ionian  seas. 
To  hearken  on  that  Stage  Sublime, 

The  Dark  Choir's  dismal  melodies  ' 

True  to  the  awful  rites  of  old, 
In  long  and  measured  strides,  behold 
The  Chorus  from  the  hinder  ground, 
Pace  the  vast  circle's  solemn  round. 
So  this  World's  women  never  strode, 

Their  race  from  Mortals  ne'er  began  ; 
Gigantic,  from  their  grim  abode. 

They  tower  above  the  Sons  of  Man  ! 

Across  their  loins  the  dark  robe  clinging. 
In  fleshless  hands  the  torches  swinecinjr, 
Now  to  and  fro,  with  dark  red  glow — 
No  blood  that  lives  the  dead  cheeks  know  I 
11 
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Where  flow  the  locks  that  ■woo  to  lovo 
On  human  temples,  ghastly  dwell 

The  serpents,  coil'd  the  brows  above. 
And  the  green  asps  with  poison  swell. 

Thus  circling,  horrible,  within 
That  space,  doth  their  dark  hymn  begin  ; 
The  hymn  that  cleaves  the  heart  in  twain, 
And  round  the  sinner  coils  the  chain; 
The  sense  it  robb'd,  the  soul  it  chill'd, 

Enduring  no  accordant  string ; 
On  through  the  very  marrow  thrill'd 

The  chant  which  choral  Furies  sing  I — 

And  weal  to  him — from  crime  secure — 
Who  keeps  his  soul  as  childhood's  pure  : 
Life's  path  he  roves,  a  wanderer  free — 
We  near  him  not — The  Avengers,  We! 
But  woe  to  him  for  whom  we  weave 

The  doom  for  deeds  that  shun  the  light ; 
Fast  to  the  murderer's  feet  we  cleave, 

The  fearful  Daughters  of  the  Night. 

A.nd  deems  he  flight  from  us  can  hide  him  ? 
Still  on  dark  wings  we  sail  beside  him  ! 
The  murderer's  feet  the  snare  inthralls — 
Or  soon  or  late,  to  earth  he  falls  ! 
Untiring,  hounding  on,  we  go  ; 

For  blood  can  no  remorse  atone  ! 
On,  ever — to  the  Shades  below, 

And  there — we  grasp  him,  still  our  own !" 
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So  singing,  their  slow  dance  they  wreathe. 
And  stillness,  like  the  hush  of  death, 
Heavily  there  lay  cold  and  drear, 
As  if  the  Godhead's  self  were  near. 
Then,  true  to  those  dread  rites  of  old. 

Pacing  the  circle's  solemn  round, 
In  long  and  measur'd  strides — behold, 

They  vanish  in  the  hinder  ground  ! 

Confused,  and  poised  in  doubt  between 
The  solemn  truth  and  mimic  scene, 
The  crowd  revere  the  Power,  presiding 
O'er  secret  deeds,  to  justice  guiding — 
The  never-fathom'd   all-confest 

By  whom  the  web  of  doom  is  spun  ; 
That  drags  to  light  the  darkest  breast, 

Yet  flies  in  darkness  from  the  sun ! 

Just  then,  amidst  the  highest  tier. 
Breaks  forth  a  voice  that  starts  the  ear  ! 
"  See  there — see  there,  Timotheus ; 
Behold  the  Cranes  of  Ibycus  '" 
A  sudden  darkness  wraps  the  sky. 

As  sailing  slow  on  solemn  wing, 
Above  that  roofless  hall  on  high. 

The  Cranes  sweep,  hoarsely  murmuring ! 

^'  Of  Ibycus  ?" — that  name  so  dear 
Ee-wakes  the  grief  in  those  who  hear ! 
Like  wave  on  wave  on  eager  seas. 
From  mouth  to  mouth  the  murmur  flees — » 
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"  Of  Ibvcus,  whom  we  bewail  ? 

The  murder'd  one  !  What  moan  those  words  ? 
>N  lio  IS  the  man— knows  he  the  tale  ? 
Why  link  that  name  with  those  wild  birds  ?'• 

Questions  on  questions  louder  press- 
Like  lightning  flies  the  inspiring  guess- 
Leaps  every  heart--  The  truth  we  seize  ; 
lour  might  is  here,  Eumexides  ! 
The  murderer  yields  himself  confest— 

Vengeance  U  near— that  voice  the  token  •— 
flo  .'—him  who  yonder  spoke,  arrest  .'— 

And  him  to  whom  the  words  were  spoken  :'♦ 

Scarce  had  the  wretch  the  words  let  fall, 
Than  fain  their  sense  he  would  recall. 
In  vain  ;  those  whitening  lips,  behold  I 
The  secret  have  already  told. 
The  judge  is  there,  the  court  array'd  ; 

The  scene  becomes  the  tribunal— 
So  lightning  pierced  the  guilty  shade, 

And  with  it  fell  the  thunder-ball. 

'  ';^\Y  ^''^^!:'"^'''"  ^''"-^  ^  npprohend  that  Steg  here  mens  path 
rot  bn.lge.  1  here  seems  n.,  necessity  for  a  brid,^e,  and  it  worJd  bt 
contrary  to  Schiller  s  concise  art  in  narrative  to  employ  any 
top.,,'raph.cal  description  without  purpose.  If  he  had  intended  to 
make  a  bn.I^^e  the  place  on  which  mur.ler  occurred,  it  would  have 
been  that  the  corp^e  un^ht  be  thrown  into  the  stream  below.  And 
indeed  .Murderers  would  scarcely  kave  the  dea.l  body  on  the  bridge' 
«t'hen  the}  had  means  of  disposing  of  it  close  a'  huad. 
*  The  theatre. 
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NOTE. 

The  pnncip.ll  sources  whence  Schiller  has  taken  the  story  of 
[bycus  (which  was  well  known  to  the  ancients,  and  indeed  gave  ii& 
to  a  lu'orerb)  are  Siiiilas  and  Plutarch.  Ibycus  is  s.iid  by  some  t* 
have  been  the  Inventor  of  the  Sambuca  or  triangular  Cith(M-a.  "W«# 
must  observe,  however  (though  erudite  investigation  on  such  a  sub- 
ject were  misplaced  here),  that  Athenaus  and  Strabo  consider  the 
Sarnbuca  to  liavc  originated  with  tlie  Syrians :  and  tliis  supposition  la 
rendered  tlie  more  probal^le  bj'  the  similarity  of  the  Greek  word  with 
the  Hebrew,  which  in  our  received  translation  of  the  Bible  is  ren- 
dered by  the  word  "Sackbut."  The  tale,  in  its  lea'ling  incidents,  is 
told  very  faithi'ully  by  Schiller;  it  is  the  morrJ.  or  interior  meanings 
which  he  has  hightcned  and  identified.  Plutarch  is  contented  to 
draw  from  the  story  a  moral  against  lo(iuacity.  "  It  was  not,"  says 
he,  "  the  Cranes  tbat  bctr.nyed  the  Murderers,  but  their  own  garru- 
lity." "VN'ith  Schiller  the  garrulity  is  produced  by  the  surprise  of  the 
Conscience,  which  has  been  awsikened  by  the  Apjiarition  and  Song 
of  the  Furies.  His  own  concejjtions  as  to  the  eftect  he  desired  to 
create  are  admirable.  "It  is  not  pr^-cisely  that  the  Hymn  of  the 
Furies"  (remarks  the  poet)  "  has  roused  the  remorse  of  the  mur- 
derer, whose  e.xclamation  betrays  himself  and  his  accomplice;  that 
was  not  my  meaning — but  It  has  reminded  him  of  his  deed :  his 
sense  is  struck  with  it.  In  this  moment  the  appearance  of  the 
Cranes  must  take  him  by  surprise;  he  is  a  rrle,  dull  chu-"!,  over 
whom  the  imimlse  of  the  moment  has  all  ?j/ver.  His  l-nd  ex- 
clamation is  natural  in  suL'h  circumstance?."  ''That  he  lecls  no 
great  remorse,  in  his  thoughtless  exclams.'in,  is  evident  by  the 
quick,  snappish  nature  of  it: — 'See  th«/),  soe  there!"  &c." — 
"la  any  other  state  of  mind,"  observes  15^  tfjTiCister,  '-perhaps  the 
Audience  might  nut  have  attended  to  tblt.  ejaculation — but  at  that 
moment  of  deep,  inward  e:notion.  produc  Q  by  t'iO  vopresentation  of 
the  fearful  Goddesses,  and  an  excited  b^L^f  in  their  mighty  th(<  name 
of  the  newly-murdered  man  must  h*/e  struck '-iicri  as  the  very 
voice  of  Fate,  in  which  the  speaker  tjcrays  hinr£..'ii."  In  fact,  tU- 
poern  is  an  illustration  of  SchillerV  awn  lineo  -  '  a  ^  Artists 
written  eight  years  before : — 

"Vom  Eumeuidencho'.  geschrccke^ 
Zieht  sicli  dcr  M',*J,".tc. 
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In  the  foregoing  ballad,  Poetry  (tbat  is,  the  Dirge  and  dramatic 
r  jpresentation  of  the  Furies)  acts  doubly — first  on  the  Murderer 
text  on  the  Audience;  it  surprises  the  one  into  self-betrayal,  it  pre- 
j  ares  in  the  other  that  state  of  mind  in  Avhich,  as  by  a  divine  in- 
stinct, the  quick  perception  seizes  upon  the  truth.  In  this  double 
effect  is  nobly  tj-jvified  the  power  of  Poetry  on  the  individual  and  on 
the  multitude.  Eightly  did  Schiller  resolve  to  discard  from  his 
design  whatever  might  seem  to  partake  of  marvelous  or  supernat- 
ural interposition.  The  appearance  of  the  Cranes  is  purely  acciden- 
tal. .  .  .  "Whatever  is  of  diviner  agency  in  the  punishment  of  crini3 
is  found  not  in  the  outer  circumstances,  but  in  the  heart  within — the 
true  realm  in  which  the  gods  work  their  miracles.  As  it  has  been 
finely  said — "The bad  conscience  (in  the  Criminal)  is  its  own  Neme- 
sis, the  gooil  conscience  in  the  Many — the  Audience — drags  at  once 
the  bad  before  its  forum  and  judges  it."  The  history  of  the  compo- 
sition of  this  Poem  aiTords  an  instance  of  the  exquitite  art  of  Goethe, 
to  which  it  is  largely  indebted.  In  the  first  sketch  of  the  ballad,  it 
w.as  only  one  Crane  that  flow  over  Ibycus  at  the  time  he  was  mur- 
dered, and  was  reintroduced  at  the  end  of  the  jnece.  But  Goethe 
suggested  the  enlargemcut  of  this  leading  incident — into  "the  long 
and  broad  phenomenon"  of  the  swarm  of  Cranes,  corresponding  in 
some  degree  with  the  long  and  ample  pageant  of  the  Furies.  Schil- 
ler at  once  perceived  how  not  only  the  truthfulness,  but  the  gran- 
deur, of  his  picture  was  hightened  by  this  simple  alteration 

•According  to  Goethe's  suggestion,  the  swarm  of   Cranes  was  now 

introduced  as  accompanying  Ibycus  in  his  voyage The  fine 

analogy  between  the  human  wanderer  and  his  winged  companions, 
each  seeking  a  foreign  land,  was  dimly  outlined.  .  .  .  And  the 
generous  criticism  of  the  one  Poet  finally  gave  its  present  fullness 
and  beauty  to  the  masterpiece  of  the  other. — See  Goethe's  Corbb- 
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THE    HOSTAGE; 

A   BALLAD. 

HIS  dagger  concealed  for  the  stroke, 
Moerus  stole  Dionysius  to  slay  ; 
The  guards  bound  and  bore  him  away  ; 
The  king  eyed  him  sternly,  and  spoke  : 
*'  Why  the  dagger  concealed  in  thy  cloak  '' 
•'  The  state  from  a  tyrant  to  free  !" 
"  On  the  cross  rue  thy  treason  to  me  '" 

"  I  shrink  not  from  death,"  he  replied — 
'  Not  meanly  imploring  to  live. 
If  I  ask  thee  a  respite  to  give  : 
I  would  fain  see  my  sister  a  bride — 
Three  days  let  the  sentence  abide ; 
I  will  leave  thee  as  hostage  and  bail 
My  friend  ; — take  his  life  if  I  fail." 

Brief-pausing,  malignantly  said 

The  king,  and  he  smiled,  "  Let  it  be  ; 
Three  days  I  accord  unto  thee. 

But  mark — if  the  third  should  be  sped, 

And  thou  hast  not  returned, — in  thy  stead 

The  life  of  thy  friend  will  be  mine  ; 

And  I  grant  thee  a  pardon  for  thine." 

And  he  came  to  his  friend — "  By  decree 
Of  the  king,  whom  I  compass'd  to  slay^ 


1 64  POEMS    AND    BALLADS    OF    SCHILLER. 

I  must  dio  on  the  cross  !     A  delny 
He  vouchsafes  to  my  sentence,  days  three. 
That  my  sister  a  bride  I  may  see ; 
If  thou  be  my  hostage  till  I 
Return  to  release  thee, — and  die  !" 

With  a  silent  embrace  he  has  gone 

To  the  tyrant,  that  friend  the  true-hearted; — 
The  other  has  straightway  departed. 
The  dawn  of  the  third  day  creeps  on. 
And  the  rites  of  the  nuptials  are  done  ; 
And  the  pledge  brooks  no  longer  delay. 
And  his  soul  goads  his  step  to  the  way. 

Down  the  big  rains  unceasingly  pour, 

And  the  springs  from  the  mountains  are  gush 

ing. 
And  the  streams  into  rivers  are  rushing. 
And  the  wanderer  has  come  to  the  shore  : 
Lost  the  bridge  that  had  spanned  it  before — 
As  the  breakers  dash  over  and  under 
The  arches  that  crack  to  their  thunder. 

By  the  waters  his  passage  is  banned — 

He  shouts  as  he  wanders  around  ; 

Not  a  human  voice  answers  the  sound. 
No  boat  will  put  off  from  the  strand. 
To  win  through  the  wave  to  the  land; 
No  pilot  so  hardy  will  be — 
And  the  wild  stream  now  swells  to  a  sea ! 
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On  tliG  marf^in  he  sinks,  and  he  weeps. 
And  he  raises  his  arms  to  tlie  skies — 
•'  0  Jove,  cloiid-coinpeller,''  he  cries. 
"  Stay  the  torrent — it  swells  and  it  sweeps. 

Noon,  noon  ! — if  the  sun  gain  the  deeps. 

And  I  reach  not  the  city  to  free 

My  friend — he  will  perish  for  me  !" 

And  wider  and  wider  it  flows, 
And  billow  the  billow  devours  , 
And  the  moments  have  sped  into  hours ; 
And  despair  its  wild  valor  bestows. 
And  the  whirling  waves  over  him  close. 
And    he    cleaves   with    strong   arm   through    the 

waves, 
And  a  God  has  comj)assion, — and  saves. 

He  reaches,  and  flies  o'er,  the  land, 
And  the  God  that  delivered  he  blesses ; 
When  out  from  the  forest  recesses 
Springs  a  lawless  and  menacing  band ; 
And  the  club  arms  each  terrible  hand — 
Breathing  murder,  they  bound  on  their  prey. 
And  Death  stands  to  block  up  the  way. 

•  What  would  ye  ?"  he  cried,  pale  with  fear  ; 

"  No  gold,  to  enrich  you,  I  bring  ; 

And  my  life  I  must  take  to  the  king ! 
I  strike  for  a  friend'" — and  he  here 
Snatched  a  club  from  the  caitiflPmost  near: 
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And  three  of  the  foes  did  he  slay — 
Fled  the  rest, — free  again  is  the  way 


Now  the  sun  glows  as  fierce  as  a  brand ; 
And  weary  and  parched  by  the  heat, 
Flag  at  last, — flag  and  falter  the  feet : 
**  Hast  thou  saved  me,  0  Heaven,  from  the  slaugh- 
ter, 
Led  me  safe  from  the  storms  of  the  water, 
For  my  own  limbs  their  strength  to  deny  ? 
And  my  friend,  0  my  friend,  must  he  die  !" 

And  hark,  there  it  purls  silver-clear ! 

Close  at  hand  with  its  low- warbled  gushes ; 

To  listen,  his  breathing  he  hushes. 
And,  see  from  the  rocks  that  rise  near 
Leaps  the  fountain  that  sang  on  the  ear ; 
And  his  limbs  in  the  fountain  he  laves, 
And  his  strength  is  restored  by  the  waves. 


Through   the    boughs    glints   the    sun's    setting 
ray; 
All  giant-like  falls  from  the  tree 
The  shadow  it  limns  on  the  lea  : 
Two  men  in  discourse  pass  his  way, 
And  one  to  the  other  doth  say, 
As  they  rush  like  himself  o'er  the  ground, 
"  Ere  this  to  the  Cross  he  is  bound  '" 


^ 


t 
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And  his  torture  his  vigor  renews, 
And  despair  wings  the  flying  foot  on. 
And  red  in  the  fast- setting  sun 
Blaze  thy  domes  from  afar,  Syracuse  . — 
And  now,  as  the  path  he  pursues, 
His  steward,  Philostratus,  meets  him  : 
With  a  shudder,  the  servant  thus  greets  him 

*'  Back — ^back — thou  canst  rescue  no  more 
The  life  of  thy  friend — save  thine  own  . 
For  the  moment  appointed  is  flown. 
While  we  speak,  must  his  sentence  be  o'er-  • 
Still  sure  of  thy  coming,  he  bore 
The  taunts  of  the  tyrant  unaltered  ; 
And  his  trust  in  thy  faith  never  faltered.' 


»» 


'*  Too  late  !  has  it  come  to  this  end  ? 
Too  late,  then,  in  life,  if  it  be. 
Haste,  Death,  and  restore  him  to  me 
No  tyrant  that  union  can  rend — 
Boast  that  friend  breaks  his  faith  to  a  friend  ' 
Let  him  learn  by  two  deaths,  how  above 
His  scepter,  are  Honor  and  Love  !" 

Ho   has   passed    through    the    gates ;    sinks    thp 
day; 
And  the  cross  rises  dark  from  the  ground. 
And  the  crowd  gather^,  gazing,  around  ; 

And  the  cords  to  the  cross  lift  its  prey. 
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Thorough    crowd,    thorough    guard     bursts    bis 
way; 
'*  Me  !  Doomsman,"  he  cries — "  me,  alono  ' 
That  life  is  redeemed — take  my  own  !" 

Amaze  hushed  the  multitude  there  ; 

Both  friends  are  embracing  again  ; 

Both  weeping  in  joy  and  in  pain — 
And  the  crowd  wept  with  them  !     To  the  king 
The  news  and  the  marvel  they  bring ; 
And  a  human  emotion  comes  o'er  him. 
And  behold  where  the  friends  stand  before  him. 

Admiring,  he  gazed — silent  long — 

Then  spoke — "  Noble  Victors,  depart ! 
Ye    have    stormed,    ye   have    conquered,    this 
heart. 

Truth  is  more  than  a  dream  and  a  song  ; 

Pardon  him  who  confesses  his  wrong ; 

Can  the  bond  that  unites  you  not  be 

Stretched  wider  ? — Oh,  room,  there  for  Three  I" 


'  "  Um  des  Freundes  willen  embarinet  euch  !"  There  is  a  strango 
Bort  of  humor  in  tliis  line,  which  soeius  to  me  somewhat  out  of 
place,  and  which  it  is  impossible  to  translate  literally  without  excit- 
ing a  sentiment  of  the  ludicrous,  hostile  to  the  interest  which,  bow- 
ever  familiar  and  simjilo,  is  still  sutllciently  serious. 

NOTE. 

This  story,  the  heroes  of  which  are  more  popularly  known  to  us 
under  the  names  of  Damon  and  Tythias  (or  PhintiaK\  Schiller  took 
from  Uyginus.   in  whom  the  friends  are  Moerus    and  Selinuntius 
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Schiiler  has  somewhat  amplified  tbe  incidents  in  the  originnl.  in 
which  the  delay  of  Mteriis  is  occasioned  only  by  the  swollen  strr;im 
— the  other  hindrances  arc  of  Schiller's  invention.  The  siil-jrct, 
like  "The  King  of  Polycrates,"  does  not  admit  of  that  rich  poetry 
of  description  with  which  our  author  usually  adorns  some  sinirte 
passuze  in  his  narratives.  The  poetic  spirit  is  rather  shown  in  tL.-i 
terse  brevity  with  which  picture  after  picture  is  not  only  sketched, 
but  finished— and  in  the  great  thought  at  the  close.  Still  it  is  not 
one  of  Schiller's  best  ballads.  Tlis  additions  to  the  original  story 
are  not  happy.  The  incident  of  the  Robbers  is  oomraon;ilace  and 
poor.  The  delay  occasioned  by  the  thirst  of  Muirus  is  clearly  open 
to  Goethe's  objection,  (an  objection  showing  very  nice  perception 
of  nature) — that  weariness  from  thirst  was  not  likely  to  happen  to 
a  man  who  had  lately  passed  through  a  stream,  on  a  rainy  day,  and 
whose  clotlies  must  be  saturated  with  moistun; — nor,  in  tlie  travel- 
er's preoccupied  state  of  iiund,  is  it  probable  that  he  would  have 
so  much  felt  the  mere  physical  want.  With  less  reason  has  it 
been  urged  by  other  Critics,  that  the  sudden  relenting  of  the 
Tyrant  is  contrary  to  his  character.  The  Tyrant  here  has  no  indi- 
vidual character  at  all.  lie  is  the  mere  personation  of  Disbelief  in 
Truth  and  Love— which  the  spectacle  of  sublime  self-abnegation  at 
once  converts.  In  this  idea  lies  the  deep  Philosophical  Truth. 
which  redeems  all  tlie  defects  of  the  piece— for  Poetry,  in  its  high- 
est form,  is  merely  "Truth  made  beautiful." 
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It  maybe  scarcely  necessary  to  treat,  however  briefly,  of  the  mytho- 
logical legend  on  which  this  exquisite  elegy  is  founded;  yet  we  ven- 
ture to  do  so  rather  than  that  the  forgetfulness  of  tlic  reader  should 
militate  against  his  enjoyment  of  the  poem.  Proserpine,  according 
to  the  IIomerid;e,  (for  the  story  is  not  without  variation.)  when  gath- 
ering flowers  with  the  Ocean  Nymphs,  is  carried  off  by  Aidoneus,  or 
Pluto.  Her  mother,  Ceres,  wanders  over  the  earth  for  her  in  vain 
and  refuses  to  return  to  Heaven  till  her  d.aughter  is  restored  to  her 
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Finally,  Jupiter  commissions  TIermes  to  persuade  Pluto  to  render  up 
his  bride,  who  rejoins  Ceres  at  KJeusis.  Unfortunately  she  has  swal- 
lowed a  pomegranate  seed  in  the  Shades  below,  nnd  is  thus  mys- 
teriiiusly  doomed  to  spend  one-third  of  the  year  with  her  husband  in 
Hades,  though  for  the  remainder  of  the  year  the  is  permitted  to 
dwell  with  Ceres  and  the  Gods.  This  is  one  of  the  very  few  myth- 
ological fables  of  Greece  which  can  be  safely  interpreted  into  an 
Allegory.  Proserpine  denotes  the  seed-corn  one-third  of  the  year 
below  the  earth ;  two-thirds  (that  is,  dating  from  the  appearance  of 
the  ear)  itbove  it.  Schiller  has  treated  this  story  with  admirablo 
and  artistic  beauty;  and,  by  an  alteration  in  its  symbolical  charac- 
ter, has  preserved  the  pathos  of  the  external  narrative,  and  hight- 
ened  the  beauty  of  the  interior  meaning — associating  tho  produc- 
tive principle  of  the  earth  with  the  immortality  of  the  souL 
Proserpine  here  is  not  the  symbol  of  the  buried  seed,  but  the  buriod 
seed  is  the  symbol  of  her— that  is,  of  the  Dead.  The  exquisite 
feeling  of  this  poem  consoled  Schiller's  Wend,  Sophia  La  Eoche,  in 
her  grief  for  her  son's  death. 


I. 


DOES  pleasant  Spring  return  once  more  ? 
Does  Earth  her  happy  youth  regain  ? 
Sweet  suns  green  hills  are  shining  o'er ; 

Soft  brooklets  burst  their  icy  chain  : 
Glass'd  on  the  blue  translucent  river 

Laughs  out  the  jocund  cloudless  day, 
The  winged  west  winds  gently  quiver, 

The  buds  are  bursting  from  the  spray  ] 
I  hear  the  warbler  on  the  tree  ; 

I  hear  the  Oread  as  before. 
Again  thy  bloom  comes  back  to  thee — 

Thy  Child,  sad  Mother,  c^omes  no  more 
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II. 

Alas  :  how  long  an  age  it  seems 

Since  all  the  Earth  I  wandered  over, 
And  vainly,  Titan,  tasked  thy  beams, 

My  lov'd — my  lost  one — to  discover! 
Vainly  thy  rays  around  me  fall; 

No  ray  reveals  my  Child  to  me. 
The  Sun,  with  eyes  detecting  all. 

Is  blind  one  vanished  form  to  see. 
Hast  thou,  0  Zeus,  hast  thou  away 

From  these  sad  arms  my  Daughter  torn  ' 
Has  Pluto,  from  the  realms  of  Day, 

Enamored,  to  dark  rivers  borne? 


III. 


Who  to  the  dismal  Phantom-Strand 

The  Herald  of  my  Grief  will  venture  ? 
The  Boat  for  ever  leaves  the  Land, 

But  only  shadows  there  may  enter. — ■ 
Shut  from  the  Bless&d,  Death's  abode, 

The  awful  Night  of  fields  forlorn  ; 
No  living  form,  since  first  they  flowed. 

Tlie  ghastly  Stygian  waves  have  borne. 
A  thousand  pathways  wind  the  drear 

Descent ;  none  upward  lead  to  day  ; 
N<?  witness  to  the  Mother's  ear 

The  Daughter's  sorrows  can  betray. 
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IV. 

Mothers  of  liappj  Iluman  clay 

Can  share  at  least  their  children's  doom  , 
And  Avhcn  the  loved  ones  pass  away, 

Can  track — can  join  them — in  the  tomb  ! 
The  race  alone  of  Heavenly  birth 

Are  banished  from  the  darksome  portals ; 
The  Fates  have  mercy  on  the  Earth, 

And  death  is  only  kind  to  mortals. 
Oh,  plunge  me  in  the  Night  of  Nights, 

From  Heaven's  ambrosial  halls  exiled  ! 
Oh,  let  the  Goddess  lose  the  rights 

That  shut  the  Mother  from  the  Child  I 


V. 

Where  sits  the  Dark  King's  joyless  bride, 

Where  midst  the  Dead  her  home  is  made , 
Methinks  my  noiseless  footsteps  glide, 

Amidst  the  shades  myself  a  shade  ! 
I  see  her  eyes  that,  dim  with  tears. 

Still  vainly  search  through  gloomy  space  - 
Still  seek  the  light  that  gilds  the  spheres. 

And  rest  not  on  the  Mother's  face  ' 
Till  joy — 0  joy  ! — again  she  feels. 

Clasped  to  my  breast,  the  living  ties  ! 
And  tearful  pity  softly  steals 

Frim  Pluto's  slow-relenting  eyes. 


■R^WRKP^t" 
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VI. 

Vain  dream — and  vain  lament ! — Afar, 

Calm  in  the  cliaugeless  paths  above. 
Roils  on  the  Day-god's  golden  Car — 

Fast  are  the  fixed  decrees  of  Jovo 
Disdainful  from  the  gloomy  Plain 

lie  turns  his  blissful  looks  away. 
Alas  I  Xight  never  gives  again 

What  once  it  seizes  as  its  prey  ! 
Till  over  Lethe's  sullen  swell, 

Aurora's  rosy  hues  shall  glow  ; 
And  arching  through  the  midmost  Ilel  [ 

Shine  forth  the  lovely  Iris-bow. 


VII. 

And  is  there  naught  of  Her — no  token-— 

No  pledge  from  that  beloved  hand.^ 
To  tell  how  Love  remains  unbroken. 

How  far  soever  be  the  land  ? 
Has  love  no  link,  no  lightest  thread. 

The  Mother  to  the  Child  to  bind  .' 
Between  the  Living  and  the  Dead. 

Can  Hope  no  holy  compact  find  1 
So  !  every  bond  is  not  yet  riven  ; 

We  are  not  yet  divided  wholly  ; 
To  us  the  eternal  Powers  have  given 

A  symbol  laug-aago,  sweet  and  holy. 
12 
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VIII. 

When  Spring's  fair  children  pass  away, 

When,  in  the  Northwind's  icy  air, 
The  leaf  and  flower  alike  decay, 

And  leave  the  riveled  branches  bare, 
Then  from  Vertumnus'  lavish  horn 

I  take  Life's  seeds  to  strew  below — 
And  bid  the  gold  that  germs  the  corn 

An  offering  to  the  Styx  to  go  I 
Sad  in  the  earth  the  seeds  I  lay — 

Laid  at  thy  heart,  my  Child — to  be 
The  mournful  tokens  which  convey 

My  sorrow  and  my  love  to  Theo  I 


IX. 

But  when  the  Hours,  in  measured  dance, 

The  hajipy  smile  of  Spring  restore. 
Rife  in  the  Sun-god's  golden  glance 

The  buried  Dead  revive  once  more  I 
The  germs  that  perished  to  thine  eyes, 

Within  the  cold  breast  of  the  earth, 
Spring  up  to  bloom  in  gentler  skies, 

The  brighter  for  the  second  birth  ! 
The  stem  its  blossom  rears  above — 

Its  roots  in  Night's  dark  womb  repose- - 
The  plant  but  by  the  equal  love 

Of  light  and  darkness  fostered — grows ! 
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If  half  with  Death  the  germs  may  sleep, 

Yet  half  with  Life  they  share  the  beams ; 
My  heralds  from  the  dreary  deep, 

Soft  voices  from  the  solemu  streams — 
For  them,  like  her,  the  dreary  womb 

Of  Hades  doth  a  while  retain  ; 
Yet  Spring  sends  forth  their  tender  bloom 

With  such  sweet  messages  again, 
To  tell, — how  far  from  light  abovi-. 

Where  only  mournful  shadows  meet, 
Memory  is  still  alive  to  love, 

And  still  the  faithful  heart  can  beat  i 


XI. 

Joy  to  ye,  children  of  the  Field! 

Whose  life  each  coming  year  renews, 
To  your  sweet  cups  the  Heaven  shall  yield 

The  purest  of  its  nectar-dews  ! 
Steeped  in  the  light's  resplendent  streams, 

The  hues  that  streak  the  Iris-bow 
Shall  deck  your  blooms  as  with  the  beams 

The  looks  of  young  Aurora  know. 
The  budding  life  of  happy  Spring, 

The  yellow  Autumn's  faded  loaf, 
Alike  to  gentle  Hearts  shall  bring 

The  symbols  of  my  joy  and  grief. 


i- 
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THE    ELEUSIXIAN    FESTIVAL. 


This,  originally  called  the  "  Burgher  Lay,"  is  one  of  the  poemi 
which  Schiller  has  devoted  to  his  favorite  subject — the  Progress  o^ 
Society. 


\\ 


I. 

7IND  in  a  garland  the  ears  of  gold, 

Let  the  Cyane's  azure'  inwoven  be 
Oh,  how  gladly  shall  eye  behold 

The  Queen  who  comes  in  her  majesty  ! 
Man  with  man  in  communion  mixing, 

Taming  the  wild  ones  where  she  went ; 
Into  the  peace  of  the  homestead  fixing 

Lawless  bosom  and  shifting  teut.^ 


n. 

Darkly  hid  in  cave  and  cleft 

Shy,  the  Troglodyte  abode  ; 
Earth,  was  found  a  waste,  and  left 

Where  the  wandering  Nomad  strode: 
Deadly  with  tlie  sj>ear  and  slrift. 

Prowled  the  Hunter  through  the  land  ', 
Woe  the  Stranger,  waves  may  waft 

On  an  ever-fatal  strand  ! 


t 
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in. 

Deserts  frowned  on  Ceres,  when 

Searching  for  her  ravished  child 
(No  green  culture  smiling  then), 

O'er  the  drear  coasts  bleak  and  wild, 
Never  shelter  did  she  gain, 

Never  friendly  threshold  trod  ; 
All  unbuilded  then  the  Fane, 

All  unheeded  then  the  God ! 

IV. 

Not  with  golden  corn- ears  strewed 

Were  the  ghastly  altar  stones  ; 
Bleaching  there,  and  gore-imbrued, 

Lay  the  unhallowed  human  bones 
Wide  and  far,  where'er  she  roved, 

Still  reigned  Misery  over  all ; 
And  her  mighty  soul  was  moved 

At  Man's  universal  fall. 

V. 

'  What !  can  this  bo  Man — to  whom 

Our  own  godlike  form  was  given- 
Likeness  of  the  shapes  that  b^  jom 

In  the  Garden-Mount  of   leaven  1 
Was  not  Earth  on  >Lia^  ^stowed  ? 

Earth  itself  his  kir^^y  home! 
Roams  he  through  jis  bright  abode 

Homeless  wk'.resoe'r  he  roam  ? 


■AMMMaMKBMiMaM^MWirtMH^MMaMMMaMBMMwaMfifiiadHiaaiM 
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VI. 

*  Will  no  God  vouchsafe  to  aid  ?^ 

None  of  the  Celestial  choir — 
Lift  the  Demigod  we  made 

From  the  slough  and  from  the  mire  ? 
No.  the  grief,  they  ne'er  have  known, 

Calmly  the  Celestials  scan  ! 
I — the  Mother — I,  alone 

Have  a  heart  that  feels  for  Man  ! 

VII. 

*  Let — that  Men  to  Man  may  soar- 
Man  and  Earth  with  one  another 

Make  a  compact  evermore — 

Man  the  Son,  and  Earth  the  Mother, 

Let  their  laws  the  Seasons  show, 
Time  itself  Man's  teacher  be  ; 

And  the  SAveet  Moon  moving  slow 
To  the  starry  Melody  !" 

VIII. 

Gently  brightening  from  the  cloud, 

Round  her  image,  vail-like  thrown  , 
On  the  startled  savage  crowd 

Lo  '  the  Goddess-glory  shone  ' 
Soft,  the  Goddess-glory  stole 

On  their  War-feast  o'er  the  Dead ; 
Fierce  hands  offered  her  the  bowl 

W^ith  the  blood  of  foemen  red. 
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IX. 

Loathino^,  turned  the  gentle  Queen, 

Loathing,  shuddering,  turned — and  said 
'  Ne'er  a  Godhead's  lips  have  been 

AVith  the  food  of  tigers  fed. 
Offering  pure  that  ne'er  pollutes, 

Be  to  purer  Beings  given, 
Summer  flowers  and  autumn  fruits 

Please  the  Family  of  Heaven." 

X. 

And  the  wrathful  spear  she  takes 

From  the  Hunter's  savage  hand  ; 
With  the  shaft  of  Murder,  breaks 

Into  furrows  the  light  sand  ; 
From  her  spiked  wreath  she  singles 

Out  a  golden  seed  of  corn, 
With  the  earth  the  germ  she  mingles, 

And  the  mighty  birth  is  born  ! 

XI. 

Robing  now  the  rugged  ground — 

Glints  the  budding  lively  green, 
Now — a  Golden  Forest — round 

Waves  the  mellow  Harvest-sheen  !— 
And  the  Goddess  blessed  the  Earth, 

Bade  the  earliest  sheaf  be  bound — 
Chose  the  landmark  for  a  hearth, 

And  serenely  smiling  round. 
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XII. 

Spoke  in  prayer — "  0  Father  King 

On  thine  Ether-Hill  divine — 
Take,  0  Zeus,  this  offering. 

Let  it  soften  Thee  to  thine  ! 
From  thy  People's  eyes — away, 

Roll  the  vapor  coiled  below ; 
Let  the  Hearts  untaught  to  pray 

Learn  the  Father-God  to  know  I" 

XIII. 

And  his  gentle  Sister's  prayer. 

To  the  High  Olympian  came  ; 
Thundering  through  a  cloudle^ss  air 

Flashed  the  consecrating  Flame  : — 
On  the  holy  sacrifice, 

Bright  the  wreathed  lightnings  leap  ; 
And  in  circles  through  the  skies. 

Doth  the  sacred  Eagle  sweep. 


XIV. 

Low  at  the  feet  of  the  great  Queen,  low' 

Fall  the  crowd  in  a  glad  devotion  ; 
First  then,  first  the  rude  souls  know 

Human  channels  of  sweet  emotion — 
Cast  to  the  Earth  is  the  gory  spear, 

Wakened  a  soft  sense  blind  before  ; 
Hush'd  in  delight,  from  her  lips  they  hear 

Mildest  accents  and  wisest  lore ! 
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XV. 

Thifhcr  from  their  thrones  descending, 

All  the  Blest  ones  brightly  draw  ; 
Sceptered  Themis,  order-blending, 

Metes  the  right  and  gives  the  law  :* 
Teaches  each  one  to  respect 

What  his  Neighbor's  landmarks  girth  ; 
Bids  attesting  Styx  protect 

What  the  mortal  owns  on  earth. 

XVI. 

Hither  limps  the  God,  whom  all* 

Life's  inventive  Arts  obey, 
Highly  skilled  is  he  to  call 

Shape  from  metal,  use  from  clay  ' 
Heave  the  bellows,  rings  the  cUiinor 

Of  the  heavy  Anvil,  now  ; 
Fashioned  from  the  Forge-God's  hammer 

O'er  the  Furrow  speeds  the  Plow  ! 

XVTI. 

And  Minerva,  towering  proudly 

Over  all,  with  lifted  spear. 
Calls  in  accents  ringing  loudly, 

O'er  the  millions  far  and  near — * 
Calls  the  scattered  tribes  around  : — 

Soars  the  rampart — spreads  the  wall. 
And  the  scattered  tribes  have  found 

lUdwark  each,  and  union  all  I 
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xvin. 

Forth  she  leads  her  lordly  train, 

O'er  the  wide  earth  ;— ^and  where'er 
Prints  her  conquering  step  the  plain, 

Springs  another  Landmark  there  ! 
O'er  the  Hills  her  empire  sweeps ; 

O'er  their  hights  her  chain  she  throws, 
Stream  that  thundered  to  the  deeps 

Curbed  in  green  banks,  g<^ntly  flows. 

XIX. 

Nymph  and  Oread,  all  who  follow 

The  fleet-footed  Forest-Queen, 
O'er  the  hill,  or  through  the  hollow. 

Swinging  light  their  spears  are  seen. 
To  the  toil  in  tumult  streaming, 

AVith  a  joyous  signal  call, 
Now  the  lifted  ax  is  gleaming, 

Now  the  huge  pines  crashing  fall ! 

XX. 

At  the  liest  of  Jove's  higli  daughter. 
Heavy  load  and  groaning  raft 

O'er  his  green,  reed-margined  \Yater 
I  Doth  the  River  Genius  waft. 

;  In  the  work,  glad  hands  have  found, 

1  Hour  on  hour,  light-footed,  flies, 

I  From  the  rude  trunk,  smooth  and  round, 

I  Till  the  polished  nast  arise! 
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XXI. 

Up  leaps  now  the  Ocean  God, 

Riving  ribbed  Earth  asunder; 
With  his  wondrous  Trident-rod  ; — 

And  the  granite  falls  in  thunder. 
High  he  swings  the  mighty  blocks, 

As  an  Infant  swings  a  ball — 
Helped  by  active  Hermes,  rocks 

Heaped  on  rocks — construct  the  wall 

XXII. 

Then  from  golden  strings  set  free 

(Young  Apollo's  charmed  boon) 
Triple  flows  the  Harmony, 

And  the  Measure,  and  the  Tune  i 
With  their  ninefold  symphonies 

There  the  chiming  Muses  throng 
Stone  on  stone  the  walls  arise 

To  the  Choral  Music- song.' 

XXIII. 

Firm  the  mighty  portals  stand, 

Set  by  Cybele  they  are ; 
Firm  the  huge  Lock's  safety -band. 

And  the  force-defying  Bar. 
Swiftly  from  those  hands  divine 

Does  the  Wondrous  City  rise — 
Bright,  amidst  it,  stands  the  Shrine 

In  the  pomp  of  sacrifice. 


i^te 
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XXIV. 

"W  fh  a  myrtle  garland — there 

vjomes  the  Queen,"  by  Gods  obeyed, 
Aud  she  leads  the  Swain  most  fair 

I'o  the  fairest  Shepherd-maid  ! 
Venus  and  her  laughing  Boy 

Did  that  earliest  pair  array  , 
All  the  Gods,  with  gifts  of  joy, 

Blessed  the  earliest  Marriage  Day! 

XXV. 

Through  the  Hospitable  Gate 

Flock  the  City's  new-born  sons. 
Marshaled  in  harmonious  state 

By  that  choir  of  Holy  ones. 
At  the  Altar-shrine  of  Jove 

High — the  Priestess  Ceres  stands 
Folding,  the  mute  Crowd  above. 

Blessed  and  all-blessing  hands  ' 


XXVI. 

In  the  waste  the  Beast  is  free. 

And  the  God  upon  his  throne  ' 
Unto  each  the  curb  must  be 

But  the  nature  each  doth  own. 
Yet  the  Man — (betwixt  the  two) 

Must  to  man  allied,  belong  ; 
Onlv  Law  and  Custom  throuo-h 

Is  the  Mortal  free  and  stronir  ''' 
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XXVII. 

Wind  in  a  garland  tlie  ears  of  gold, 

Let  the  Cyane's  azure  inwovon  be  ; 
Oh,  how  gladly  shall  eye  behohl 

The  Queen,  who  comes  in  her  majesty  ! 
Man  to  man  in  communion  bringing, 

Hers  are  the  sweets  of  Home  and  Hearth, 
Honor  and  praise,  and  hail  her,  singing, 

"  Hail  to  the  Mother  and  Queen  of  Earth !'' 


'  The  corn-flower. 

■■^  •'  This  firct  strophe,"  observes  Iloft'meister,  "  is  opened  by  the 
chorus  of  the  whole  festive  assembly.  A  smaller  chorus,  or  a  single 
narrator,  passes  then  to  the  recitative^  and  traces  the  jirogress  of 
mankind  through  Agriculture."' 

=*  Here  the  Full  chorus  chime  in  again.  .  .  The  Art  of  Hus- 
bandry once  commenced,  the  chorus  proceeds  to  deduce  from  it  the 
improvements  of  all  social  life. — IIoffmeisteu. 

*  Property  begins  with  the  culture  of  the  Earth,  Law  with 
Property. 

°  Vulcan.    Then  follow  the  technical  Arts. 

Now  come  the  Arts  of  Polity. 
'  This  refers  to  the  building  of  Troy. 

*  A  felicitous  allusion  to  the  Walls  of  Thebes,  built,  according  to 
the  fable,  to  the  sound  of  the  Muses. 

*  Juno,  the  Goddess  presiding  over  marriage. 


^\     '--.it. 


i  '■      ■'*'' 
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PARABLES   AKD   RIDDLES. 


A     BRIDGE  from  pearls  its  fabric  weaves, 
xl     A  gray  sea  arching  proudly  over ; 
A  moment's  toil  the  work  achieves, 

And  on  the  hight  behold  it  hover ! 
Beneath  that  arch  securely  go 

The  tallest  barks  that  ride  the  seas, 
That  bridge  may  ne'er  a  burden  know, 

And  ever  as  thou  near'st  it — flees  I 
First  with  the  floods  it  comes,  to  fade 

As  streams  again  subside  away  ; 
Where  is  that  arch  of  pearl  surveyed  ? 

And  who  the  artist  ?    can'st  thou  say  ?» 
»  The  Raiubow. 

II. 

League  after  league  it  hurrieth  thee. 

Yet  never  quits  its  place  ; 
It  hath  no  wings  wherewith  to  flee, 

Yet  wafts  thee  over  space  ! 
It  is  the  fleetest  boat  that  e'er 

The  wildest  wanderer  bore  : 
As  swift  as  thought  itself  to  bear 

From  shore  to  farthest  shore  ; 
Tis  hero  and  there,  and  everywhere 

Ere  yet  a  moment's  o'er  !^ 

b  The  Sight,  or  perhaps  Light, 
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in 

O'er  a  mighty  pasture  go, 

Sheep  in  thousands,  silver-white , 
As  to-day  we  see  them,  so 

In  the  oldest  grandsire's  sight. 
Tliey  drink  (never  waxing  old) 

Life  from  an  unfailing  brook  ; 
There's  a  Shepherd  to  their  fold, 

With  a  silver-horned  crook. 
From  a  gate  of  gold  let  out, 

Night  by  night  he  counts  them  over  ; 
Wide  the  field  they  rove  about, 

Never  hath  he  lost  a  rover  ! 
True  the  DOG,  that  helps  to  lead  them, 

One  gay  ram  in  front  we  see; 
What  the  Flock,  and  who  doth  heed  them. 

Sheep  and  Shepherd — tell  to  me  !* 

e  The  Moon  and  Stars. 


IV. 

There  is  a  Mansion  vast  and  fair, 

That  doth  on  unseen  pillars  rest ; 
No  Wanderer  leares  the  portals  there, 

Yet  each  how  brief  a  guest ! 
The  craft  by  which  that  mansion  rose. 

No  thought  can  picture  to  the  soul  ; 
'Tis  lighted  by  a  Lamp  which  throws 

Its  stately  shimmer  through  the  whole. 


I 
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As  crystal  clear,  it  rears  aloof 
The  single  gem  which  forms  its  roof. 
And  never  hath  the  eye  surveyed 
The  Master  who  that  Mansion  made.*^ 

d  The  Earth  and  the  Firmament 
V. 

Up  and  down  two  buckets  ply, 

A  single  well  within  ; 
While  the  one  comes  full  on  high, 

One  the  deeps  must  win; 
Full  or  empty,  never  ending, 
Hising  now  and  now  descending, 
Always — while  you  quaff  from  this. 
That  one  lost  in  the  abyss, 
From  that  well  the  waters  livinjr. 
Never  both  together  giving.* 

•  Day  and  Night.     It  has  also  been  interpreted  as  Youth  and  Age, 
or  Past  and  Present. 

VI. 

Canst  thou  that  picture  name  to  mo 

Which  gives  itself  the  light  and  glow. 
And  ever  changing  momently, 

As  one  clear  perfect  whole  we  know? 
It  lies  within  the  smallest  space. 

The  smallest  framework  forms  its  girth, 
And  yet  that  picture  can  embrace 

The  mightiest  objects  known  on  Earth  : 


f. 
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Canst  thou  to  me  that  crystal  name 

(Xo  gem  can  with  its  worth  compare) 
Which  gives  all  light,  and  knows  no  flame  i 

Absorbed  is  all  creation  there  ? — 
That  ring  can  in  itself  inclose 

The  loveliest  hues  that  light  the  Heaven, 
Yet  from  it  light  more  lovely  goes 

Than  all  which  to  it  can  be  given  I ' 

f  The  Eye. 


VII. 

There  standeth  a  Building  which  ages  have  tried. 

It  is  not  a  dwelling,  it  is  not  a  fane  ; 
A  hundred  days  round  it  the  rider  may  ride, 

And  ride,  if  to  compass  its  measure,  in  vain. 
And  years  told  in  hundreds  against  it  have  striven. 

By  Time  never  sapp'd,  and  by  Storm  never  bow'd, 
Still  sublimely  it  stands  in  the  Rainbow  of  Heaven, 

Reaching   now   to   the    Ocean    and    now    to   the 
Cloud. 
Not  constructed  a  boast  to  vainglory  to  yield. 
It  serves  as  defender,  to  save  and  to  shield  : 
And  nowhere  its  like  on  the  Earth  is  surveyed; 
And  yet  by  the  labors  of  man  it  was  made !  ^ 

s  Tiio  Wall  of  China. 


13 


.90  POEMS    AND    BALLADS    OF    SCHILLER. 

VIII. 

Amidst  tlie  Serpent  Race  is  ono 

That  Earth  did  never  bear; 
In  speed  and  fury  tliere  be  none 

That  can  with  it  compare, — 
With  fearful  hiss — its  prey  to  grasp 

It  darts  its  headlong  force ; 
And  locks  in  one  destroying  clasp 

The  Horseman  and  the  Horse. 
It  loves  the  loftiest  hights  to  haunt- 
No  bolt  its  prey  secures, 
In  vain  its  mail  may  Valor  vaunt, 

For  steel  its  fury  lures  ! 
As  slightest  straw  whirl'd  by  the  wind. 

It  snaps  the  starkest  tree  ; 
It  can  the  might  of  metal  grind, 

How  hard  soe'er  it  be  ! 
Yet  ne'er  but  once  the  monster  tries 

The  prey  it  tlu-eats  to  gain,^ 
In  its  own  wrath  consumed  it  dies, 

And  while  it  slays  is  slain> 

h  Lightning. 
IX. 

Six  Sisters,  from  a  wondrous  pair,' 
Wo  take  our  common  birth  : 

Our  solemn  Mother — dark  as  Care 
Our  Father  bright  as  Mirth, 

Its  several  virtue  each  bequeaths  : 
The  softcn'd  shade — the  merry  glance  ; 


~T 
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In  endless  youth,  around  thee  wreathes 

Our  undulating  dance  I 
We  shun  the  darksome  hollow  cavo. 

And  ba<^k  where  daylight  glows; 
Our  magic  life  to  Nature  gave 

The  soul  her  beauty  knows. 
Blithe  messengers  of  Spring,  we  lead 

Her  jocund  train, — we  flee 
The  dreary  chambers  of  the  Dead, — 

Where  life  is — there  are  we! 
To  happiness  essential  things, 

Where  Man  enjoys  we  live — 
Whate'er  the  pomp  that  blazons  kings, 

'Tis  ours  the  pomp  to  give  ! ' 
i  The  Colors. 


Say  what  is  that  which,  prized  by  few, 

The  hand  of  kings  may  grasp  with  pride. 
Yet  sharp  to  smite,  and  most  unto 

The  sword  itself  allied. 
It  draws  no  blood,  and  yet  doth  wound; — 

Makes  rich,  but  ne'er  with  spoil; 
It  prints,  as  Earth  it  wanders  round, 

A  blessing  on  the  soil. 
Though  eldest  cities  it  hath  built — 

Bade  mightiest  kingdoms  rise,  it 
Ne'er  fired  to  war,  nor  roused  to  guilt : 

Weal  to  the  states  that  prize  it !  ^ 

k  TLe  Plouwsliaro. 
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XI. 

In  a  Dwelling  of  stone  I  conceal 

My  existence  obscure  and  asleep  ; 
But  forth  at  the  clash  of  tlie  steel, 

From  my  slumber  exulting  I  leap  ! 
At  first,  all  too  feeble  for  strife, 

Thou  hast  but  to  breathe  and  I  die  ; 
A.  drop  could  extinguish  my  life — 

But  my  wings  soon  expand  to  the  sky  I 
Let  the  might  of  my  Sister  ^  afford 

Its  aid  to  those  wings  when  unfurl'd, 
And  I  grow  to  a  terrible  Lord, 

Whose  anger  can  ravage  the  world.' 

1  Fire. 
XII. 

Revolving  round  a  Disk  I  go, 

One  restless  journey  o'er  and  over ; 
Tb«  smallest  field  my  wanderings  knoWt 

Thy  hands  the  space  could  cover: 
Yet  many  a  thousand  miles  are  past, 

In  circling  round  that  field  so  narrow; 
My  speed  outstrips  the  swiftest  blast — 

The  strongest  bowman's  arrow  !  ™ 
mTL»  Shade  on  the  DiaL 

XIII. 

It  is  a  Bird — whose  swiftness  fleCvS 
Fast  as  an  Eagle  through  the  Air; 
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It  is  a  Fish — and  cloavcs  the  seas, 

Which  ne'er  a  mightier  monster  bear: 
It  is  an  Elephant,  whose  form 

A  tower's  embattled  pomp  receives; 
And  now,  all  like  the  spider-worm, 

It  moves  amid  the  webs  it  weaves  ! 
It  hath  an  iron  fang ;  and  where 

That  fang  its  grappled  hold  doth  gain, 
It  roots  its  rock-like  footing  there, 

And  braves  the  baffled  Hurricane." 
n  The  Ship 

*  "TIatzwei  mal  nur  gedrobt."    For  nur  should  be  road  rAe 

2  Black  and  white  Here  Schiller  adopts  Goethe's  theory  of 
Colors,  and  supposes  that  they  are  formed  from  tlic  mixture  of 
Lisrht  and  Darkness — L  e.,  the  Children  of  Night  and  Day.  In  his 
earlie:  poem  of  "Tlie  Artists,"  the  noble  image  which  concludes 
the  P)em  is  taken  from  the  different  theory  of  Newtoa.  According 
to  the  former  theory,  the  Colors  are  six  in  number — according  to 
the  latter,  seven. — HoFFiiEisxEK. 

3  Viz.:  The  Air. 


THE    MIGHT    OP    SOXG. 

In  the  two  Poems — "The  Might  of  Song" — and  that  to  which,  In 
the  translation,  we  have  given  the  paraphrastic  title,  ''Honor  to 
Women,"  (Wiirde  der  Frauen.)  are  to  be  found  tliosc  ideas  which  are 
the  well-streams  of  so  much  of  Schiller's  noblest  inspiration  : — 1st,  An 
intense  and  religious  conviction  of  the  lofty  character  and  sublime 
ends  of  tiie  true  Poet.  2d,  A  clear  sense  of  what  is  most  lovely  in 
wuman.  and  a  chivalrous  devotion  to  the  virtues  of  which  lie  regaids 
her  as  tlie  Personation  and  Prototype.  It  is  these  two  articles  in  his 
poetical  creed  which  constitute  Schiller  so  peculiarly  the  Poet  of 
Genilewen — not  the  gentlemen  of  convention,  but  the  gentlemen  of 
nature — that   Ar'stocracy   of  feolins  and  sentiment  which  iu-o  the 
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flower  of  the  social  world  ;  chivalronslj'  inciined  to  whatever  is  most 
elevated  in  Art — chivalrously  inclined  to  whatever  is  most  tender  in 
emotion.  The  Nobility  of  the  North  which  Tacitus  saw  in  its  rudo 
infancy,  has  found  in  Schiller  not  only  the  voice  of  its  mature 
greatness,  but  the  Ideal  of  its  great  essoniials. 

A  RAIN -FLOOD  from  the.  Mountain  riven. 
It  leaps  in  thunder  fortli  to  day  ; 
Before  its  rush  the  crags  are  driven, 

The  oaks  uprooted  whirl'd  away  ' 
Awed — yet  in  awe  all  wildly  gladd'ning, 

The  startled  wanderer  halts  below  ; 
He  hears  the  rock-born  waters  madd'ning. 

Nor  wits  the  source  from  whence  they  go,— 
So  stream  from  mystic  Founts,  along 

Their  earthly  course,  the  Waves  of  Song ! 

Allied  with  those  by  whom  is  twined 

The  web  of  life,  the  Fatal  Three, 
Who  can  the  singer's  charm  unbind  ? 

Who  can  resist  his  melody  ? 
He  rules  the  soul  his  numbers  spell 

As  with  the  wand  to  Hermes  given  : 
Now  steeps  it  shuddering  in  the  hell. 

Now  lifts  it  breathless  to  the  heaven — 
By  turns,  as  grave  or  gay  prevail, 
Rocked  on  Emotion's  music-scale. 

As,  when  in  hours  the  least  unclouded. 
Portentous,  strides  upon  the  scene 

Some  Fate,  before  from  wisdom  shrouded, 
And  awes  the  startled  souls  of  Men  - 
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Before  that  Stranger  from  ANOTHER 

Behold  how  this  world's  great  ones  bow,  • 

Mean  joys  their  idle  clamor  smother, 
The  mask  is  vanished  from  the  brow — 

And  from  Truth's  conquering  flag  unfurled, 

Fly  all  the  Falsehoods  of  the  World  : 

So,  rapt  aloft  from  earth  and  time, 

With  all  the  meaner  sense  inherits, 
Man  drops  his  load  and  soars  sublime — 

A  spirit  in  the  Avorld  of  spirits  : 
He  is  as  are  the  gods  on  high, 

Naught  earthly  nears  his  nectar-hall. 
Stilled  is  each  lowlier  sovereignty — 

Not  Fate  itself  on  him  can  fall. 
Smoothed  are  the  wrinkled  brows  of  Woe, 
While  song's  enchanted  numbers  flow. 

As  some  sweet  mother's  absent  face 

The  pining  truant  child  recalls, 
And  on  her  breast,  with  wild  embrace, 

And  tears  of  fond  repentance,  falls — 
So,  to  his  childhood's  home  of  old, 

Song  guides  the  wanderer  back  once  more. 
From  lands  afar  and  customs  cold. 

To  joys  that  guileless  youth  restore  ; 
Snatched  from  the  formal  world  of  art, 
And  warmed  at  Nature's  faithful  heart. 

'  This  somewhat  obscure,  but  lofty  comparison,  by  which  Poetrj' 
Is  likened  to  some  Fate  that  rouses  men  from  the  vulgar  littloness  ol 
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BCTisnal  joy,  levels  all  ranks  for  the  moment,  and  appalls  conventional 
filsohoods  with  unlooked-for  truth,  Schiller  had  made,  though  in 
rugged  and  somewhat  bombastic  prose,  many  years  before — as  far 
back  as  the  first  appeai-ance  of  '*  The  Itobbers." 


THE   MERCHANT. 

WHERE    sails   the    ship  ?— It   leads  the  Tyrian 
forth 
For  the  rich  amber  of  the  liberal  North 
Be  kind,  ye  seas — winds,  lend  your  gentlest  wing. 
May  in  each  creek,  sweet  wells  restoring  spring  ! — 
To  you,  ye  gods,  belong  the  Merchant ! — o'er 
The  waves,  his  sails  the  wide  world's  goods  explore ; 
And,  all  the  while,  wherever  waft  the  gales, 
The  wide  world's  good  sails  with  him  as  he  sails  ' 


HONOR   TO    WOMEN. 

(Literally,  "  Worth  or  Dignity  of  'Wouien.") 

HONOR  to  Women  !  to  them  it  is  given 
To  garden  the  earth  with  tho  roses  of  Heaven  I 
They  weave  from  sweet  garlands  the  fetters  of 
love — 
m  the  vail  of  the  Graces  their  beauty  concealing, 
rhey  feed,  on  each  altar  that's  hallowed  to  Feeling. 
The  flame  that  is  won  from  above  ' 
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From  the  bounds  of  Truth  careering, 

Man's  strong  spirit  wildly  sweeps, 
With  each  hasty  impulse  veering, 

R  eked  on  Passion's  troubled  deeps. 
An(^  his  heart,  contented  never, 

Greeds  to  grapple  with  the  Far, 
Chasing  his  own  dream  forever. 

On  through  many  a  distant  Star  ! 

But  Woman  with  looks  that   can  charm  and  en- 
chain, 
Lureth  back  at  her  beck  the  wild  truant  again. 

By  the  spell  of  the  Present  beguiled — 
True  Daughter  of  Nature,  she  loves  not  to  roam, 
But  meekly  with  Nature  forever  at  home, 

By  the  Mother,  «till  dwelleth  the  child. 

Bruised  and  worn,  but  fiercely  breasting, 

Foe  to  foe,  the  angry  strife  , 
Man,  the  Wild  One,  never  resting. 

Roves  the  troubled  paths  of  life  ; 
What  he  planneth,  still  undoing  ; 

Vainly  as  the  Hydra  bleeds. 
Crest  the  sever'd  crest  renewing — 

Wish  to  withered  wish  succeeds. 

But  Woman,  at  peace  with  all  being,  reposes. 
And  seeks  from  the  ^Moment  to  gather  the  roses—' 

Whose  sweets  to  her  culture  belong. 
Ah  I  richer  than  he.  tnough  his  soul  rt'igneth  o'er 
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The  mighty  dominion  of  Genius  and  Lore. 
And  the  infinite  Circle  of  Song. 

Strong,  and  proud,  and  self-depending 

Man's  cold  bosom  beats  alone  ; 
Heart  with  heart  divinely  blending, 

In  the  love  that  Gods  have  known, 
Soul's  sweet  interchange  of  feeling, 

Melting  tears — he  never  knows, 
Each  hard  sense  the  hard  one  steeling, 

Arms  against  a  world  of  foes. 

Alive,  as  the  wind-harp,  how  lightly  soever 
If  wooed  by  the  Zephyr,  to  music  will  quiver. 

Is  Woman  to  Hope  and  to  Fear ; 
Ah,  tender  one  !   still  at  the  shadow  of  grieving. 
How  quiver  the  chords — how  thy  bosom  is  heaving — 

How  trembles  thy  glance  through  the  tear 

Man's  dominion?  war  and  labor ; 

Might  to  right  the  Siatute  gave; 
Laws  are  in  the  Scythian's  saber: 

And  the  Persian  sinks  a  slave  T 
Peace  and  Meekness  grimly  routing. 

Prowls  the  War-lust,  rude  and  wild  ; 
Eris  rages,  hoarsely  shouting. 

Where  the  vanished  Graces  smiled 

But  Woman  her  throne  by  persuasion  defends, 
O'er  the  realm  of  the  Manners  her  scepter  extends 
Our  strength  she  subdues  to  her  will. 
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All  forces  at  war  with  each  other  she  charms, 
The  discord  she  quenches,  the  hate  she  disarms  ; 
Ever-binding — wliat  flies  from  her  still ! 

*  The  Scythian  is  here  introduced  as  the  emblem  of  rude  force ; 
and  the  Persian,  of  the  servility  produced  by  the  comiuest  of  force. 
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THREE   Words   will   I   name    thee — around  and 
about 
From  the  lip  to  the  lip,  full  of  meaning,  they  flee  ; 
But  they  had  not  their  birth  in  the  being  without, 
And  the  heart,  not  the  lip,  must  their  oracle  be  ' 
A.nd  all  worth  in  the  man  shall  forever  be  o'er 
When  in  those  Three  Words  he  believes  no  more. 

Man  is  free!  by  his  chart  of  creation  is  free, 

Though   born   amid   fetters — still   free-born    the 
same. 
Whatever  the  roar  of  the  rabble  may  be — 

AVhatever  the  frantic  misuse  of  the  claim — 
It  is  not  the  freeman  whose  strength  should  appall, 
'Tis  the  wrath  of  the  slave  when  he  bursts  from  his 
thrall  !^ 

And  Virtue  is  more  than  a  shade  or  a  sound, 
And  Man  may  her  voice,  in  this  being,  obey; 

And  though  ever  he  slip  on  the  stony  ground, 
Yet  ever  again  to  the  godlike  way, 
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To  the  science  of   Good  though  the  Wise  may  be 

blind. 
Yet  the  practice  is  phiin  to  the  childlike  mind." 

A.nd  high  over  space,  over  Time,  is  a  God, 
A  will  never  rocking,  like  Man's,  to  and  fro ; 

A  thought  that  abides,  though  unseen  the  abode, 
Inweaving  with  life  its  creations  below ; 

Changing  and  shifting  the  All  we  inherit, 

But  changeless  through  all  One  Immutable  Spirit. 

Hold    fast    the    Three    Words   of    Belief— though 
about 
From  the  lip  to  the  lip,   full  of  meaning,  they 
flee; 
Yet  they  take  not  their  birth  from  the  being  with- 
out— 
But  a  voice  from  within  must  their  oracle  be  ; 
And  never  all  worth  in  the  Man  can  be  o'er. 
Till  in  those  Three  Words  he  believes  no  more. 


1  The  construction  in  these  lines  is  obscure,  from  a  brevity  which 
Is  borrowed  from  the  Latin.  It  has  been  generally  translated,  "  Fear 
not  the  slave  when,"  &c.,  and  so  I  translated  it  myself  in  the  first  edi- 
tion. But,  on  careful  examination,  the  meaning  seems  just  the  con* 
trary : — 

"  Vor  dem  Skl.iven,  wenn  er  die  Kette  bricht. 
Tor  dem  fn-ii-n  Menschen  erzittert  nieht.'" — i.  e., 

"  Erzittert  vor  dem  Sklaven  wenn  er  die  Kette  bricht ; — nicJit  tor 
dem/reien  Jfenschen.''^ 

■'  So  I  conceive  to  be  the  true,  though  somewhat  subtle,  meaning  of 
the  lines  in  the  origiu.aL 
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THE    WORDS    OF    ERROR. 

THREE  Errors  there  are,  that  forever  are  found 
On  the  lips  of  the  good,  on  the  lips  of  the  best ; 
But  empty  their  meaning  and  hollow  their  sound — 
And   slight    is    the    comfort   they    bring   to   the 
breast. 
The  fruits  of  existence  escape  from  the  clasp 
Of  the  seeker   who  strives  but  those  shadows  to 
grasp — 

So  long  as  Man  dreams  of  some  Age  in  this  life 

When  the  Right  and  the  Good  will  all  evil  sub- 
due ; 

For  the  Right  and  the  Good  lead  us  ever  to  strife. 

And  ever  will  Evil  the  conflict  renew. 

Till  thou  lift  it,  and  stifle  aloft  in  the  air, 

The  earth  that  it  touches  its  strength  will  repair.* 

So  long  as  Man  fancies  that  Fortune  will  live. 
Like  a  bride  with  her  lover,  united  with  Worth  : 

For  her  favors,  alas  !  to  the  mean  she  will  give — 
And  Virtue  possesses  no  title  to  earth  ! 

That  Foreigner  wanders  to  regions  afar, 

Where  the  lands  of  her  birthright  immortally  are  ' 

So  long  as  ^[an  dreams  that,  to  mortals  a  gift 
The  Truth  in  her  fullness  of  splendor  will  shine 

The  vail  of  the  goddess  no  earth-born  may  lift,^ 
And  all  we  can  learn  is — to  guess  and  divine ' 
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Dost  thou  seek,  in  a  dogma,  to  prison  her  fonn  ? 
The  spirit  flies  forth  on  the  wings  of  the  storm  ! 

O,  Xoble  Soul !  turn  from  dehisions  like  these, 

More  heavenly  belief  be  it  tliine  to  adore  ; 
"Where  the  Ear  never  hearkens,  the  Eye  never  sees, 

Meet  the  rivers  of  Beauty  and  Truth  evermore  I 
Not  iciinout  thee  the  streams; — there  the  Dull  seek 

them  ; — Xo  ! 
Look  within  thee — behold  both   the  fount  and  the 
flow ! 

'  This  simile  is  nobly  conceived,  but  expressed  somewhat  obscure- 
ly. As  llercules  contended  in  vain  against  Autivus,  the  Son  of  Earth, — 
60  long  as  the  Earth  gave  her  giant  olTspring  new  strength  in  every 
fall, — so  the  soul  contends  in  vain  with  evil — the  natural  earth-born 
enemy,  while  the  very  contact  of  the  earth  invigorates  the  enemy  foi 
the  struggle.  And  as  Anta.'US  was  slain  at  last,  when  llercules  lifted 
him  from  the  earth,  and  strangled  him  when  raised  aloft,  so  can  the 
soul  slay  the  enemy  (the  desire,  the  passion,  the  earth's  ofTspring) 
when  bearing  it  from  earth  itself,  and  stifling  it  in  the  higher  air 

2  See  the  "  Vailed  Image  at  Sais." 
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BY  no  kind  Augustus  reared, 
To  no  Medici  endeared, 
German  Art  arose ; 
Fostering  glory  smiled  not  on  her, 
Ne'er  with  kingly  smiles  to  sun  her. 
Did  her  blooms  unclose. 
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No, — she  went  by  Monarclis  slighted  — 
Wont  unhonorcd,  unrequited, 

From  high  Frederick's  throne  ; 
Praise  and  Pride  be  all  the  greater. 
That  Man's  genius  did  create  her. 

From  Man's  worth  alone. 

Hence  to  loftier  springs  ascending. 
Hence  to  broader  waves  extending. 

Our  great  German  Song  I 
From  its  own  fullness  filled,  it  flows, 
A.nd  scorning  curbs  its  strength  o'erthrows, 

Eolls  from  the  Heart  along. 


THE   WALK 

Tms  (exccptins:  only  '•  The  Artists,"  written  some  years  before)  !9 
the  most  elaborate  of  those  Poems  which,  classed  under  the  name  of 
Culture- I/istoric^SchiUer  has  devoted  to  the  Progress  of  Civilization. 
Schiller  himself  esteemed  it  amongst  the  greatest  of  the  Poems  he 
had  hitherto  produced — and  his  friends,  from  Goethe  to  Humboldt, 
however  divided  in  opinion  as  to  the  relative  meritof  his  other  pieces, 
agreed  in  extolling  this  one.  It  must  be  observed,  however,  that 
Schiller  had  not  then  composed  the  narrative  poems,  which  bear  the 
name  of  Balla<ls,  and  which  are  confessedly  of  a  yet  higher  order — 
inasmuch  as  the  Narrative,  in  itself,  demands  much  higher  merits  than 
the  Didactic.  It  is  also  reasonably  to  be  objected  to  all  Schiller's 
Poems  of  this  Culture-Historic  school,  (may  we  be  pardoned  tlse  use 
of  the  German  Harbarism.)  that  the  leading  idea  of  the  Progress  of 
Civilization,  hovxewr  varied  as  to  form  in  each,  is  esscnti.ally  rejieated 
in  a:l.  Nor  can  we  omit  this  occasion  of  inculcating  one  critical 
Doctrine,  which  seems  to  us  highly  important,  and  to  which  the 
theories  of  Schiller's  intimate  and  over-refining  friend,  William  Von 
ffumboldt,  were  strongly  opposed.     The  object  of  Poetry,  differing 
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e8sentift.liy  from  that  of  abstract  Wisdom,  is  not  directly  to  add»esa 
the  Ueasoning  faculty — but  insensibly  to  rouse  it  through  the  popular 
medium  of  the  emotions.  Scit-nce  aims  at  Truth,  and  through 
Truth  may  arrive  at  Beauty.  Poetry  or  Art  aims  at  Beauty,  ard 
through  Beauty  it  cannot  fail  to  arrive  at  Truth.  The  Huilt  of  "  The 
"Walk,'' of  "  The  Artist,'"— more  than  all,  of  "  The  Ideal  and  the 
Actual  Life,"  not  to  specify  some  other  Poems,  less  elaboratelj 
6cholastic — is,  that  they  strain  too  much  the  faculty  with  which 
Poetry  has  least  to  do,  viz.,  the  mere  Reason.  Poetry  o.ight,  it  is 
true,  to  bear  aloft  and  to  sustain  the  mind  in  a  state  of  elevation— 
but  through  the  sentiment  or  the  passion.  It  lails  in  something 
\vhcn  it  demands  a  high  degree  of  philosophy  or  knowledge  in  the 
reader  to  admire — nay,  to  comprehend  it.  It  ought  not  to  ask  a 
prepared  Audience,  but  to  raise  any  audience  it  may  address. 
Milton  takes  the  sublimest  theme  he  can  find — he  adorns  it  with  all 
his  stately  genius,  and  his  multiform  learning ;  but,  except  in  two 
or  three  passages,  (which  are  really  defects  in  his  great  whole.)  he 
contrives  to  keep  within  reach  of  very  ordinary  understandings. 
Because  the  Poet  is  wise,  he  is  not  for  th.at  reason  to  demand 
wisdom  from  his  readers.  In  the  Poem  of  "The  Walk,"  it  is  only 
after  repeated  readings  that  we  can  arrive  at  what  seems  to  us  its 
great  and  distinctive  purpose— ai)art  from  the  mere  recitjil  of  the 
changes  of  the  Social  State.  According  to  our  notion,  the  i)urpose 
is  this — the  intimate  and  necessary  connection  between  Man  and 
Nature — the  Social  State  and  the  Natural.  Tlie  Poet  commences 
with  the  actual  Landscape,  ho  describes  the  scenery  of  hisAValk: 
Rural  Life,  viz.,— Nature  in  the  Fields— sug;L:ests  to  him  the  picture 
of  the  Early  Pelasgian  or  Agricultural  life— Nature  is  tlien  the 
Companion  of  Man.  A  sudden  turn  in  the  Landscape  shows  him 
the  poplar  avenues  which  in  Germany  conduct  to  cities.  He  beholds 
the  domes  and  towers  of  the  distant  Town — and  this  suggests  to  him 
the  alteration  from  the  rural  life  to  the  civic — still  Nature  is  his 
guide.  But  in  cities  Man  has  ceased  to  be  the  companion  of  Nature 
—he  has  become  hpr  Rulcv  (der  Ilerrschor).  In  this  altered 
condition  the  Poet  (kpicts  the  growth  of  Civilization,  till  he  arrives 
at  the  Invention  of  Printing  Light  then  breatcs  upon  the  Blind- 
Man  desires  not  only  to  bti  Lord  of  Nature,  but  to  dispense  with 
her.  "Instead  of  Necessity  and  Nature  he  would  appoint  Liberty 
and  Reason."    Reason  shouts  for   liberty— so  do  the   Passions,  an^ 
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both  burst  from  the  wholesome  control  of  Nature.  He  here  rclcra 
to  the  French  Revolution,  depicts  with  great  vigor  the  dissolution 
of  ail  social  tics,  and.  in  the  simile  of  the  tiger  escaping  from  its 
liars  to  the  wilderness,  suggests  the  great  truth,  that  it  is  only  hy  a 
return  to  Nature  that  he  can  regain  his  true  liberty  and  redeinptiou- 
Not,  indeeil,  (as  Iloftineister  truly  observes,)  the  savage  nature  to 
which  Eousseau  would  reduce  Man — that^  Schiller  was  too  Avise  to 
dream  of,  and  too  virtuous  to  desire; — but  that  Nature  which  ha^ 
not  more  its  generous  liberty  than  its  holy  laws — that  Nature 
which  is  but  the  word  for  Law — God's  Law.  lie  would  not  lead 
Man  back  to  Nature  in  its  infancy,  but  advance  him  to  Nature  in 
its  perfection.  The  moral  Liberty  of  a  weil-ordered  condition  of 
society  is  as  different  from  the  physical  liberty  lusted  after  by  the 
French  Ke vol iitio rusts,  as  (to  borrow  Cowley's  fine  thoug])t)  ''tho 
solitude  of  a  God  from  the  solitude  of  a  wild  beast."  And  finally, 
after  this  general  association  of  Nature  with  Mankind,  the  Poet 
awak'jns.  as  from  a  dream,  to  find  himself  individually  alone  with 
Nature,  and  concludes,  in  some  of  the  happiest  lines  he  ever  wrote, 
by  insisting  on  that  eternal  youthfulness  of  Nature,  which  links 
itself  with  its  companion  Poetry.  "The  Sun  of  Homer  smiles  upon 
us  still.''  In  the  original  German,  the  Poem  is  composed  in  the 
long  rhymeless  meter,  which  no  one  has  succeeded,  or  can  succeed, 
(Avith  all  respect  to  Professor  Longfellow,)  in  rendering  into  English 
melody.  Bdt,  hippily,  the  true  beauty  of  the  composition,  like 
most  of  Schiller's,  (unlike  most  of  Goethe's,)  is  independent  of 
form: — consisting  of  ideas,  not  easily  deprived  of  their  effect,  into 
what  mold  soever  they  may  be  thrown.  ...  In  the  above 
remarks  we  have  sought  to  remove  the  only  drawback  the  general 
reader  may  find,  to  the  pleasure  to  be  derived  from  the  Poem  in  the 
original — to  lighten  the  weight  upon  his  intellect,  and  define  the 
purpose  of  the  design.  As  to  execution,  even  in  translation,  the 
sense  of  beauty  must  be  dull  in  those  who  cannot  perceive  the 
exquisite  merits  of  the  preliminary  description — the  rapid  vigor 
with  which  what  Herder  called  "the  "World  of  Scenes,"  shifts  and 
shimmers,  and  the  grand  divisions  of  Human  History  are  seized 
and  outlined — and  the  noble  reflections  which,  after  losing  himself 
in  the  large  interests  of  the  multitude,  P'.ditude  forces  upon  thfl 
Poet  at  the  close. 

14 
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HAIL,  mine    own    hill — ye  bright'ning  hill-tops, 
hail! 
Hail,  sun,  that  gild'st  them  with  thy  looks  of  love  . 
Sweet  fields ! — ye  lindens,  murmuring  to  the  gale  ! 
And  ye  gay  choristers  the  boughs  above  ! 
And  thou,  the  Blue  Immeasurable  Calm, 
O'er  mount  and  forest,  motionless  and  bright, — 
Thine  airs  breathe  through  me  their  reviving  balm, 
And  the  heart  strengthens  as  it  drinks  thy  light  ' 
Thou  gracious  Heaven  !  man's  prison-home  I  flee — 
Loosed  from  the  babbling  world,  my  soul  leaps  up 
to  thee ! 

Flowers  of  all  hue  are  struggling  into  glow. 
Along  the  blooming  fields  ;  yet  their  sweet  strife 
Melts  into  one  harmouious  concord.     Lo, 
The   meads   allure   me  'where,    through    tenderest 

gteen, 
Winds  the  still  rural  path  ! — The  laboring  bee 
Hums  round  me  :  and  on  hesitatinjr  wing- 
O'er  beds  of  purple  clover  quiveringly 
Hovers  the  butterfly. — Save  these,  all  life 
Sleeps  in  the  glowing  sunlight's  arrowy  sheen — 
Ev'n  from  the  west,  the  airs  no  zephyr  bring, 
Ilaik — in  the  calm  aloft,  I  hear  the  skylark  sing  ! 

The  thicket  rustics  near; —  the  alders  bow 
Down  their  green  coronals — and  as  I  pass, 
Waves,  in  the  rising  wind,  the  sih'cring  grass. 
Me  an  ambrosial  night  embraces  now. 
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Beneath  the  roof  by  shadowy  beeches  made, 
Cool-breathing !      Lost     the     gentler     landscape's 

bloom ! 
And  as  the  path  mounts,  snake-like,  through  the 

shade, 
Deep  woods  close  round  me  with  mysterious  gloom  : 
Still,  through  the  trellis-leaves,  at  stolen  whiles. 
Glints  the  stray  beam,  or  the  meek  azure  smiles. 
Apruptly  now  the  gentle  vail  is  riven — 
And  the  glade  opening,  with  a  sudden  glare, 
Lets  iv  the  blinding  day !     Before  me,  heaven 
With  all  its  Far-Unbounded  ! — one  blue  hill 
Ending  the  gradual  world — in  vapor  ! 

Where 
I  stand  upon  the  mountain-summit,  lo, 
As  sink  its  sides  precipitous  before  me. 
The  stream's  smooth  waves  in  flying  crystal  flow 
Thrcjig'-'  *^°  calm  vale  beneath.     Wide  Ether  o'er 

me — 

Beneath,  alike,  wide  Ether  endless  still! 

Dizzy,  I  gaze  aloft — shuddering,  I  look  below  ! — 

A  railed  path  betwixt  the  eternal  hight — 

And  the  eternal  deep  allures  me  on. 

Still,  as  I  pass — all  laughing  in  delight. 

The  rich  shores  glide,  and  trophies  labor-won 

Deck  the  proud  vale,  and  glory  in  the  sun. 

Each  varying  landmark  that  the  soil  receives, 

Broidering  the  vuil  the  social  Ceres  weaves. 

Hedge-row    and  bound — those    friendly    scrolls    of 
Law, — 
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That  Man-sustaining  guardian  since  the  timo 
When  the  old  Brazen  Ago,  in  sadness  saw 
Love  fly  the  -vvorkl  I 

Now,  through  the  harmonious  inead? 
One  ghmmering  path,  or  lost  in  forests,  leads, 
Or  up  the  winding  hill  doth  laboring  climb — 
The  highway  link  of  lauds  dissever'd  ; — glide 
The  quiet  rafts  adown  the  placid  tide  ; 
And  through  the  lively  fields,  heard  faintly,  goes 
The  many  sheep-bells'  music — and  the  song 
Of  the  lone  herdsman,  from  its  vex'd  repose, 
Rouses  the  gentle  echo  ! — Calm,  along 
The  stream,  gay  hamlets  crown  the  pastoral  scene. 
Or  peep  through  distant  glades,  or  from  tlie  hill 
Hang  dizzy  down  !     Man  and  the  Soil  serene 
Dwell  neighborlike  together — and  the  still 
Meadow  sleeps  peaceful  round  the  rural  door — 
And,  all-familiar,  wreathes  and  clusters  o'er 
The  lowly  casement,  the  green  bough's  embrace, 
As  with  a  loving  arm,  clasping  the  gentle  place  ' 

0  happy  People  of  the  Fields,  not  yet 
Waken'd  to  freedom  from  the  gentle  will 
Of  the  mild  Nature,  still  content  to  share 
With  your  own  fields  earth's  elementary  law  I* 
Calm  harvests  to  calm  hopes  the  boundary  set. 
And  peaceful  as  your  daily  labor,  there, 
Creep  on  your  careless  lives !  ^ 

But  ah  !  what  steals 
Between  mo  and  the  scenes  I  lately  saw — 
A  stranger  spirit  a  strange  world  reveals. 


A- 
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A  world  with  method,  ranks,  and  orders  rifo— 
And  rends  the  simple  unity  of  life. 
The  vista' d  Poplars  in  tlicir  long  array 
The  measured  pomp  of  social  forms  betray. 
That  stately  train  proclaims  the  Iluler  nigh  ;' 
And  now  the  bright  domes  glitter  to  the  sky, 
And  now  from  out  the  rocky  kernel  flowers 
The  haughty  City,  with  its  thousand  towers ! 
Yet  thou2:h  the  Fauns*  back  to  their  wilds  hav« 

flown, 
Devotion  lends  them  loftier  life  in  stone. 
Man  with  his  fellow-man  more  closely  bound — ■ 
The  world  without  begirts  and  cramps  him  round  ; 
But  in  that  world  within  the  widening  soul. 
The  unpausiug  wheels  in  swifter  orbits  roll. 
See  how  the  iron  powers  of  thoughtful  skill 
Are  shaped  and  quicken' d  by  the  fire  of  strife  ; 
Through     contest    great — through    union    greater 

still. 
To  thousand  hands  a  single  soul  gives  life — 
In  thousand  breasts  a  single  heart  is  beating — 
Beats  for  the  country  of  the  common  cause — 
Beats  for  the  old  hereditary  laws — 
And  ground  endeared  and  hallowed  by  the  Dead. 
And  noAV  the  gods  descend,  benignly  greeting 
With  glorious  gifts  the  ring  in  which  they  tread ; 
Ceres,  the  plow — the  anchor,  Mercury — 
Bacchus,  the  grape — the  Sovereign  of  the  sea, 
The  horse  ; — the  olive  brings  the  Blue-eyed  Maid — 
Cybele,  tower-crown'd,  yokes  her  lion -car, 
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Entering  in  peace  the  hospitable  gate — 
A  Goddess-Citizen! 

All-blest  ye  are, 
Yii  Solemn  Monuments  I — from  state  to  state 
Ye  sent  the  founders  of  Humanity. 
Bloom  on  Far  Isles  the  manners  and  the  arts. 
In  simple  courts  the  Patriarchal  Wise 
By  social  Gates  adjudge  the  unpurchased  riglit.' 
To  deathless  fields  the  ardent  hero  flies, 
To  guard  the  hearths  that  sanctify  the  fight ; 
And  women  from  tlie  walls,  with  anxious  hearts 
Beating  beneath  the  infants  nestled  there, 
Watch  the  devoted  band,  till  from  their  eyes. 
In  the  far  space,  the  steel-clad  pageant  dies — 
Then,  falling  by  the  altars,  pour  the  prayer. 
Fit  for  the  gods  to  hear — that  worth  may  earn 
The  fame  which  crowns  brave  souls  that  conquer, 

and — return  ! 
And  fame  was  yours  and  conquest ! — yet  alone 
Fame — and    not    life    return'd :     your    deeds    arn 

known 
In  words  that  kindle  glory  from  the  stone. 
"  Toll  Sparta,  we,  whose  record  meets  thine  eye, 
Obey'd  the  Spartan  laws — and  here  we  lie  I"® 
Sleep  soft! — your  blood  bedews  the  Olive's  bloom, 
Peace  sows  its  harvests  in  the  Patriot's  tomb, 
And  Trade's  great  intercourse  at  once  is  known 
Where   Freedom    guards   what    Labor    makes   its 

own. 
The  azure  River-God  his  watery  fields 
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Lends  to  the  raft ; — her  home  the  Dryad  yields. 
Down  falls  the  huge  oak  with  a  thunder  groan  ; 
Wing'd  by  the  lever  soars  the  quickening  stone; 
Up  from  the  shaft  the  diving  Miner  brings 
The  metal-mass  Avith  which  the  anvil  rings, 
Anvil  and  hammer  keeping  measured  time 
As  the  steel  sparkles  with  each  heavy  chime  : — 
The  bright  web  round  the  dancing  spindle  gleams  ; 
Safe  guides  the  Pilot,  through  the  world  of  streams, 
The  ships  that  interchange,  where'er  they  roam. 
The  wealth  of  earth — the  industry  of  home  ; 
High  from  the  mast  the  garland-banner  waves. 
The  Sail  bears  life  upon  the  wind  it  braves  ; 
Life  grows  and  multiplies  where  life  resorts. 
Life  crowds  the    Marts — life  bustles    through  the 

Ports, 
And  many  a  language  the  broad  streets  within 
Blends  on  the  wondering  Ear  the  Babel  and  the  din. 
And  all  the  harvests  of  all  earth,  whate'er 
Hot  Afric  nurtures  in  its  lurid  air, 
Or  Araby,  the  blest  one  of  the  Wild, 
Or  the  Sea's  lonely  and  abandoned  child, 
Uttermost  Thule, — to  one  mart  are  borne. 
And  the  rich  plenty  brims  star'd  Amalthaea's  horu. 

The  nobler.  Genius  prospers  with  the  rest : 
Art  draws  its  aliment  from  Freedom's  breast ; 
Flushed  into  life,  the  pictured  Image  breaks. 
Waked  by  the  chisel,  Stone  takes  soul  and  speaks ' 
On  slender  Shafts  a  Heaven  of  Art  reposes, 
And  all  Olympus  one  bright  Dome  incloses. 
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Light  as  aloft  we  see  the  Iris  spring, 
Light  as  the  arrow  flyiDg  from  the  string, 
O'er  the  wide  river,  rushing  to  the  Deep, 
The  lithe  bridge  boundeth  with  its  airy  leap. 

But  all  the  while,  best  pleased  apart  to  dwell, 
Sits  musing  Science  in  its  noiseless  cell ; 
Draws  meaning  circles,  and  with  patient  mind 
Steals  to  the  Spirit  that  the  whole  desiirned: 
Gropes  through  the  Realm  of  Matter  for  its  Laws, 
Learns  where  the  Magnet  or  repeh  or  draws. 
Follows  the  sound  along  the  air,  and  flicks 
After  the  lightning  through  the  pathless  skies, 
Seeks,    through    dark     Chance's    wonder-teeming 

maze, 
The  Guiding  Law  which  regulates  and  sways, 
Seeks,  through  the  shifting,  evanescent  shows. 
The  Central  Principle's  serene  repose. 

Now  shape  and  voice — the  immaterial  Thought 
Takes  from  th'  invented  speaking  page  sublime, 
The  Ark  which  Mind  has  for  its  refuse  wrought. 
Its  floating  Archive  down  the  floods  of  Time  ! 
Kent  from  the  startled  gaze  the  vail  of  \iglit, 
O'er  old  delusions  streams  the  dawnins:  lirrht: — 
Man  breaks  his  bonds — ah,  blest  could  he  refrain, 
I'ree  from  the  curb,  to  scorn  alike  the  rein : 
"Freedom!"    shouts    Ileason,    "Freedom!"    wild 

Desire — 
And  light  to  Wisdom  is  to  Passion  Firo. 
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From    Nature's    check   bursts   forth    one   hurtling 

swarm — 
Ah.  snaps  the  anchor,  as  descends  the  storm! 
The  sea  runs  mountains — vanishes  the  shore, 
The  mastless  wreck  drifts  endless  ocean  o'er ; 
Lost,  Faith  ; — man's  polar  Star  ! — naught  seems  to 

rest. 
The    Heart's    God,  Conscience,  darkens   from   the 

breast — 
Truth  flies  from  language,  and  from  life,  belief ; 
The  oath  itself  rots  blighted  to  a  lie. 
On  love's  most  solemn  secrets,  on  the  grief 
Or  joy  that  knits  the  Heart's  familiar  tie — 
Intrudes  the  Sycophant,  and  glares  the  spy. 
Suspected  friendship  from  the  soul  is  rent, 
The  hungry  treason  snares  the  Innocent — 
AVith  rabid  slaver,  and  devouring  fangs. 
Fast  on  his  prey  the  murderous  slanderer  hangs — 
Shame  from  the  reason  and  the  heart  effaced. 
The  thought  is  abject,  and  the  love  debased  : 
Deceit — 0  Truth,  thy  holy  features  steals — 
Watches  emotion  in  its  candid  course — 
Betrays  what  Mirth  unconsciously  reveals. 
And  desecrates  Man's  nature  at  its  source ; 
And  yet  the  Tribune  justice  can  debate — 
And  yet  the  Cot  of  tranquil  Union  prate — 
And  yet  a  specter  which  they  call  the  Law, 
Stands  by  the  Kingly  throne,  the  crowd  to  awe  ! 
For  years — for  centuries,  may  the  mummies  there 
Viock  the  warm  life  whose  lying  shape  they  weai, 
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Till  Nature  once  more  from  her  sleep  awake — 
Till  to  th(}  dust  the  hollow  fabric  shake 
Heneath  your  hands — Avemxinij  Powers  Sublime, 
Your  heavy  iron  hands,  Xecessity  and  Time  ! 

Then,  as  some  Tigress  from  the  grated  bar, 
lUirsts  sudden,  mindful  of  her  wastes  afar, 
Deep  in  Numidian  glooms — Humanity, 
Fierce  in  the  wrath  of  wretchedness  and  crime. 
Forth  from  the  City's  blazing  ashes  breaks. 
And  the  lost  Nature  it  has  pined  for  seeks. 
Open,  ye  walls,  and  let  the  prisoner  free ! — 
Safe  to  forsaken  fields,  back  let  the  wild  one  flee  ! 

But  where  am  I — and  whither  would  I  stra}'-  ? 
The  path  is  lost — the  cloud-capt  mountain-dome. 
The  rent  abyss,  appall  the  dizzy  sense, 
Behind,  before  me  !     Far  and  far  away, 
Garden  and  hedgerow,  the  sweet  Company 
Of  Fields,  familiar  speaking  of  man's  home! — 
Yea,  every  trace  of  man — deserts  the  eye. 
Only  the  raw  eternal  Matter,  whence 
Life  buds,  towers  round  me — the  gvay  basalt-stone 
Virgin  of  human  art,  stands  mctionless  and  lone. 
Koaringly,  through  the  rocky  cleft,  and  under 
Gnarl'd  roots  of  trees,  the  torrent  sweeps  in  thun- 
der— 
Savage  the  scene,  and  desolate  and  bare — 
Lo  !   where  the  eagle,  his  calm  wings  unfurled, 
Lone-halting  m  the  solitary  air. 
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Knits''  to  the  vault  of  heaven  this  ball — the  world  ! 
And  not  a  wind  upon  its  pinion  bears 
One  breath  that  speaks  of  human  joys  and  cares. 
Am  I  indeed  alone,  amidst  thy  charms, 

0  Nature — clasped  once  more  within  thine  arms  ? — 

1  dreamed — and  wake  upon  thy  heart ! — escaped 
From  the  dark  phantoms  which  my  Fancy  shaped 
And  every  shape  of  human  strife  and  woe 

Sinks  with  the  vapors  to  the  vale  beloAV ! 

Purer  I  take  my  life  from  thy  pure  shrine, 

Sweet  Nature  I — gladlier  comes  again  to  me 

The  heart  and  hope  of  my  lost  youth  divine  ' 

Both  end  and  means,  eternally  our  will 

Varies  and  changes,  and  our  acts  are  still 

The  repetitions,  multiplied  and  stale, 

Of  what  have  been  before  us.     But  with  Thee 

One  ancient  law,  that  will  not  wane  or  fail, 

Keeps  beauty  vernal  in  the  bloom  of  truth  ! 

Ever  the  same,  thou  hoardest  for  the  man 

What  to  thy  hands  the  infant  or  the  youth 

Trusted  familiar  ;  and  since  Time  began. 

Thy  breasts  have  nurtured,  with  impartial  love, 

The  many-changing  ages  I 

Look  above, 

Around,  below ; — beneath  the  self-same  blue, 

Dver  the  self-same  green,  eternally, 

(Let  man  s  slight  changes  wither  as  they  will,) 

All  races  which  the  wide  world  ever  know. 

United,  wander  brother-like  ! — Ah  !  see, 

The  sun  of  Homer  smiles  upon  us  S'i  ill! 
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1  Freedom  is  here  in  antithesis  to  Nature. 

2  Here  the  Poet  (after  a  slight  and  passin:?  association  of  Man's 
more  primitive  state  with  the  rural  landscape  hi^foro  him)  catches 
sight  of  the  distant  city;  and.  proceeding  to  idealize  what  he  thus 
surveys,  brings  before  the  reader,  in  a  series  of  striking  and  rajdd 
images,  the  progressive  changes  of  Civilization. — See  Peeliminaey 
IIemauks. 

3  In  Germany,  avenues  of  poplar  form  the  usual  approach  to  a 
city. 

*  The  Fauns  here  are  meant  generally  to  denote  all  the  early 
rural  gods — the  primitive  Deities  of  Italy. 

^  Alladiii.:  to  the  ancient  custom  of  administering  La\v  in  the 
open  places  near  the  to'.vu  gates. 

^Herodotus.  The  celebrated  epitaph  on  the  Spartan  tumulus  at 
riiermopyh'B. 

7  Knit.s — Knupft.  What  a  sublime  icmge  is  conveyed  in  that  sin- 
gle word  ! 


THE    LAY    OF    THE    BELL. 
"  Vivos  voco — Mortuos  plango — Fulgura  frango."  ' 

I. 

FAST,  in  its  prison-walls  of  earth, 
Awaits  the  mold  of  bakud  clay. 
Up,  comrades,  up,  and  aid  the  birth — 
The  Bell  that  shall  be  born  to-day  1 
But  with  sweat  and  with  pain 
Can  wc  honor  obtain, 
And  prove  that  we  master  the  art  we  profess ; 
With  *Vtau  be  the  <4ffort,  with  Hcav'n  the  success! 
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And  well  an  earnest  word  beseems 

The  work  the  earnest  hand  prepares ; 
Its  load  more  light  the  labor  deems. 

When  sweet  discourse  the  labor  shares. 
S<»  let  us  duly  ponder  all 

The  works  our  feeble  strength  achieves, 
For  mean,  in  truth,  the  man  we  call, 

Who  ne'er  what  he  completes  conceives. 
And  well  it  stamps  our  Human  Kace, 

And  hence  the  gift  To  Understand, 
That  Man,  within  the  heart  shoukl  trace 

^Yhate'er  he  fashions  with  the  hand. 

II. 

From  the  fir  the  fagot  take, 

Keep  it,  heap  it  hard  and  drj, 
That  the  gathered  flame  may  break 
Through  the  furnace,  wroth  and  high. 
When  the  copper  within 
Seethes  and  simmers — the  tin, 
Pour  quick,  that  the  fluid  which  feeds  the  BeL 
May  flow  in  the  right  course  glib  and  well. 

Deep  hid  within  this  nether  cell. 

What  force  with  fire  is  molding  thus. 

In  yonder  airy  tower  shall  dwell. 
And  witness  far  and  wide  of  US ! 

It  shall,  in  later  days,  unfailing. 

Rouse  many  an  ear  to  rapt  emotion ; 
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rts  solemn  voice,  with  Sorrow  wailing, 
Or  choral  cliiming  to  Devotion. 

Whatever  Fate  to  Man  may  bring, 
Whatever  weal  or  woe  befall, 

1  hat  metal  tongue  shall  backward  ring 
The  warning  moral  drawn  from  all. 


ni. 

See  the  silvery  bubbles  spring  ! 

Good !  the  mass  is  melting  now! 
Let  the  salts  we  duly  bring 

Purge  the  flood,  and  speed  the  flow. 
From  the  dross  and  the  scum, 
Pure,  the  fusion  must  come  ; 
For  perfect  and  pure  we  the  metal  must  keep, 
That  its  voice  may  be  perfect,  and  pure,  and  dtep 

That  voice,  with  merry  music  rife. 

The  cherished  child  shall  welcome  in ; 
"What  time  the  rosy  dreams  of  life, 

In  the  first  slumber's  arms  befrin. 
As  yet  in  Time's  dark  womb  un warning. 

Repose  the  days,  or  foul  or  fair ; 
A.nd  watchful  o'er  that  golden  morning. 

The  Mother-Love's  untiring  care  ' 

Ana  swift  the  years  like  arrows  fly — 
No  more  with  girls  content  to  play. 
iJonnds  the  proud  Boy  upon  his  way, 
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Stones  throngb  loud  life's  tumultuous  pleasuro*. 
With  pilgrim  staff  the  wide  world  measures; 
And,  wearied  with  the  wish  to  roam, 
Seeks,  stranger-like,  the  Father-Home. 

And  lo,  as  some  sweet  vision  breaks 

Out  from  its  native  morning  skies. 
With  rosy  shame  on  downcast  cheeks, 

The  Virgin  stands  before  his  eyes. 
A  nameless  longing  seizes  him ! 

From  all  his  wild  companions  flown ; 
Tears,  strange  till  then,  his  eyes  bedim  ; 

He  wanders  all  alone. 
Blushing,  he  glides  where'er  she  move  ; 

Her  greeting  can  transport  him  ; 
To  every  mead,  to  deck  his  love. 

The  happy  wild-flowers  court  him  ! 
Sweet  Hope — and  tender  Longing — ye 

The  growth  of  Life's  first  Age  of  Gold  ; 
WHien  the  heart,  swelling,  seems  to  see 

The  gates  of  heaven  unfold  ; 
Oh,  were  it  ever  green  !     Oh,  stay, 
Linger,  young  Love,  Life's  blooming  May  ! 

IV. 
Browning  o'er,  the  pipes  are  simmering. 

Dip  this  wand  of  clay'^  within; 
If  like  glass  the  wand  be  glimmering, 
Then  the  casting  may  begin. 
Brisk,  brisk  now,  and  see 
If  the  fusion  flow  free  ; 
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If — (Happy  and  welcome  indeed  were  the  sign  I) 
If  the  hard  and  the  ductile  united  combine. 

For  still  where  the  strong  is  betrothed  to  the  weali 
And  the  stern  in  sweet  marriage  is  blent  with  the 
meek, 
Eings  the  concord  harmonious,  both  tender  and 
strong : 
So  heed,  oh  heed  well,  ere  forever  united, 
That  the  heart  to  the  heart  flow  in  one,  love- de- 
lighted ; 
Illusion  is  brief,  but  Repentance  is  long  ! 

Lovely,  thither  are  they  bringing. 

With  her  virgin  wreath,  the  Bride! 
To  the  love-feast  clearly  ringing. 

Tolls  the  church-bell  far  and  wide  ! 
With  that  sweetest  liolyday. 

Must  the  May  of  Life  depart ; 
With  the  cestus  loosed — away 
Flies  Illusion  from  the  heart ! 
Yet  Love  must  be  cherished 
Thousrh  Passion  be  mute; 
If  his  blossoms  be  perished, 

They  yield  to  the  fruit. 
The  Husband  must  enter 
The  hostile  life, 
AVith  struggle  and  strife, 
To  plant  or  to  watch, 
Tf  snare  or  to  snatch, 
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To  pray  and  importune, 
Must  wager  and  venturo 

And  luint  down  his  fortune  ! 
Thou  flows  in  a  current  the  gear  and  the  gain, 
And    the    garners    are   filled  with  the  gold  of   the 

grain, 
Now  a  yard  to  the  court,  now  a  wing  to  the  center. 
Within  sits  Another, 

The  thrifty  Housewife ; 
The  mild  one,  the  mother — 

Her  home  is  her  life. 
In  its  circle  she  rules, 
And  the  daughters  she  schools, 

And  she  cautions  the  boys, 
With  a  bustling  command, 
And  a  diligent  hand 

Employed  she  employs ; 
Gives  order  to  store, 
And  the  much  makes  the  more ; 
Locks  the  chest  and  the  wardrobe,  with   lavender 

smelling. 
And  the  hum  of  the  spindle  goes  (j^uick  through  the 

dwelling  ; 
And  she  hoards  in  the  presses,  well  polished  and 

full. 
The  snow  of  the  linen,  the  shine  of  the  wool; 
Still  intent  upon  use,^  while  providing  for  show, 
And  never  a  rest  from  her  cares  doth  she  know. 
Blithe  the  Master  (where  the  while 
From  his  roof  he  sees  them  suiile) 
15 
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Eyes  the  lands,  and  counts  the  gain  ; 

There,  the  beams  projectinf^  far, 

And  the  Laden  storehouse  are, 

And  the  granaries  bowed  beneath 
The  blessed  golden  grain  ; 

There,  in  undulating  motion, 

Wave  the  corn-fields  like  an  ocean. 
Proud  the  boast  the  proud  lips  breathe  :  — 
*'  My  house  is  built  upon  a  rock, 
And  sees  unmoved  the  stormy  shock 

Of  waves  that  fret  below!" 
Alas  !  for  never  mortal  state 
Can  form  perpetual  truce  with  Fate  ! 

Swift  are  the  steps  of  Woo. 

V. 

Now  the  casting  mav  begin : 

See  the  breach  indented  there ; 
Ere  we  run  the  fusion  in, 

Halt — and  speed  the  pious  prayer ! 
Pull  the  plug  out — 
See  around  and  about 
Through  the  bow  of  the  handle  the  smoke  njshea 

red. 
God  help  us  ! — the  flaming  waves  burst  from  their 
bed. 

What  friend  is  like  the  might  of  fire. 
When  man  can  watch  and  wield  the  iro  ? 
Whate'er  we  shape  or  work,  we  owe 
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Still  to  that  heaven-descended  glow. 
But  dread  the  heaven-descended  ghiw, 
When  from  their  chain  its  wild  wings  go, 
When  where  it  listeth,  wide  and  wild 
Sweeps  from  free  Nature's  free-born  Child 
"When  the  Frantic  One  fleets, 

While  no  force  can  withstand, 
Through  the  populous  streets 

Whirling  ghastly  the  brand  ; — 
For  the  Elements  hate 
What  man's  labors  create. 

And  the  works  of  his  hand. 
Impartially  out  from  the  cloud, 

Or  the  curse  or  the  blessing  may  fall ! 
Benignantly  out  from  the  cloud 

Come  the  dews,  the  revivers  of  all; 
Avengingly  out  from  the  cloud 

Come  the  leven,  the  bolt,  and  the  ball 
Hark — a  wail  from  the  steeple  ! — aloud 
The  bell  shrills  its  voice  to  the  crowd ! 
Look — look — red  as  blood 
All  on  high ; 
It  is  not  the  daylight  that  fills  with  its  flood 
The  sky ! 
"What  a  clamor  awakinsr 

Roars  up  through  the  street ; 
"What  a  hell-vapor  breaking 

Eolls  on  through  the  street, 
And  higher  and  higher 
Aloft  moves  the  Column  of  Fire  ! 
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Through  the  vistas  and  rows 
Like  a  whirlwiiul  it  goes, 
And  tlie  air  like  the    steam  from  a  furnace 
glo\vs. 
Beams  are  crackling — posts  are  shrinking — 
Walls  are  sinkiiiG: — windows  clinkin": — 
Children  crying — 
Mothers  flying — 
And   tlie   beast    (the    black   ruin   yet   smoldering 

under) 
Yrlls  the  howl  of  its  pain  and  its  ghastly  wonder! 
Hurry  and  skurry — away — away, 
The  face  of  the  night  is  as  clear  as  day  I  i 

As  the  links  in  a  chain. 
Again  and  again 
Flies  the  bucket  from  hand  to  hand; 
High  in  arches  up-rushing 
The  engines  are  gushing ; 
And  down  comes  the  storm  with  a  roar  ! 
And  it  chases  the  flames  as  they  soar. 
To  the  grain  and  the  fruits, 
Through  the  rafters  and  beams, 
Through  the  barns  and  the  garners  it  crackles  and 

streams ! 
As  if  they  would  rend  up  the  earth  from  its  roots, 
l\ush  the  flames  to  the  sky 
Giant-high; 
A.nd  at  length, 

Wearied   out   and    despairing,  man   bows   to  their 
strength ! 
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With  ;\ii  idle  gaze  sees  their  wrath  consume, 

And  submits  to  his  doom ! 
Desolate 
The  place,  and  dread ; 
For  storms  the  barren  bed. 
In  the  blank  voids  that  cheerful  casements  were 
Comes  to  and  fro  the  melancholy  air, 

And  sits  Despair, 
And  through  the  ruin,  blackening  in  its  shroud 
Peers,  as  it  flits,  the  melancholy  cloud. 

One  human  look  of  grief  upon  the  grave 
Of  all  that  Fortune  gave, 

The  lingerer  casts — Then  turns  him  to  depart, 
And    grasps   the   wanderer's    staff    and   mans   hia 

heart ; 
Whatever  else  the  element  bereaves, 
One  blessing  more  than  all  it  reft,  it  leaves — 
The  faces  that  he  loves  ! — He  counts  them  o'er, 
Not  one  dear  look  is  missing  from  that  store  I 

VI. 

Now  clasped  the  bell  within  the  clay — 

The  mold  the  mingled  metals  fill — 
Oh,  may  it,  sparkling  into  day. 
Reward  the  labor  and  the  skill ! 
Alas  !  should  it  fail. 
For  the  mold  may  be  frail — 
And  still  with  our  hope  must  be  mingled  the  fear — 
And,  ev'n  now,  while  we  speak,  the  mishap  may  be 
near  I 
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To  the  dark  womb  of  sacred  earth 

This  labor  of  our  hands  is  given, 
As  seeds  that  wait  the  second  birth 

And  turn  to  blessings  watched  by  heaven 
Ah,  seeds,  how  dearer  far  than  they 

We  bury  in  the  dismal  tomb, 
Where  Hope  and  Sorrow  bend  to  pray 
That  suns  beyond  the  realm  of  day 

May  warm  them  into  bloom ! 

From  the  steeple 
Tolls  the  bell. 
Deep  and  heavy. 
The  death-knell ! 
Guiding  with  dirge  note — solemn,  sad,  and  slow, 
To  the  last  home  earth's  weary  wanderers  know. 
It  is  that  worshiped  wife — 
It  is  that  faithful  mother  !* 
Whom  the  dark  Prince  of  Shadows  leads  benigh.ted 
From  that  dear  arm  where  oft  she  hung  delighted 
Far  from  those  blithe  companions,  born 
Of  her,  and  blooming  in  their  morn  ; 
On  whom,  when  couched  her  heart  above, 
S  :>  often  looked  the  Mother-Love  ! 

Ah!  rent  the  sweet  Home's  union-band, 
And  never,  never  more  to  come — 

She  dwells  within  the  shadowy  land. 
Who  was  the  Mother  of  that  Home  I 
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IIow  oft  they  miss  that  tender  guide, 

The  care — the  watch — the  face — the  Mother — 
And  where  she  sat  the  babes  beside. 

Sits  with  unloving  looks — AxOTHEE  ! 

VII. 

While  the  mass  is  cooling  now, 

Let  the  weary  labor  rest ; 
Blithe  as  bird  upon  the  bough, 
Each  to  do  as  lists  him  best. 
In  the  cool  starry  time, 
At  the  sweet  vesper-chime, 
The  workman  his  task  and  his  travail  foregoes— 
It  is  only  the  Master  that  ne'er  may  repose  ! 

Homeward  from  the  tasks  of  day, 
Through  the  greenwood's  welcome  way. 
Wends  the  wanderer,  light  and  cheerly, 
To  the  cottage  loved  so  dearly  ! 
And  the  eye  and  ear  are  meeting. 
Now,  the  slow  sheep  homeward  bleating — 
Kow,  the  wonted  shelter  near. 
Lowing  the  lusty-fronted  steer; 
Creaking  now  the  heavy  waiu 
Keels  with  the  hnppy  harvest  grain. 
While,  with  many-colored  leaves. 
Glitters  the  garland  on  the  sheaves; 
For  the  mower's  work  is  done, 
And  the  young  folks'  dance  begun ! 
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Desert  street  and  quiet  mart; 
Silence  is  in  tlie  citv's  heart: 
And  the  social  taper  ligliteth 
Each  dear  face  that  Home  uniteth; 
While  tJie  gate  the  town  before 
Heavily  swings  with  sullen  roar  I 

Now  darkness  is  spreading: 

Now  quenched  is  the  light; 
But  the  Burgher,  undreading, 
Looks  safe  on  the  night — 
Which  the  evil  man  watches  in  awe, 
For  the  eye  of  the  Night  is  the  Law ! 

Bliss-dowered !  0  daughter  of  the  skies, 
Hail,  holy  Oeder,  whose  employ 
Blends  hke  to  like  in  light  and  joy -- 
Builder  of  cities,  who  of  old 
Called  the  wild  man  from  waste  and  wold. 
And,  in  his  hut  thy  presence  stealing, 
Roused  each  familiar  household  feeling; 

And,  best  of  all  the  happy  ties. 
The  center  of  the  social  band, — 
TJie  Instinct  of  the  Fatherland! 

United  thus — each  helping  each, 

Brisk  work  the  couutloss  hands  forever ! 

For  naught  its  power  to  Strength  can  teach 
Like  Emulation  and  Endeavor  ! 

Thus  linked  the  master  with  the  man, 


THE   LA.T    OF   THE    BELL.  229 

Each  in  his  rights  can  each  revere, 
And  while  they  niarcJi  in  Ireedoni's  van. 

Scorn  tlie  Icwd  i-oiit  that  dogs  the  rear  I 
To  freemen  labor  is  renown  ! 

"Who  works— gives  blessings  and  commands 
Kings  glory  in  the  orb  and  crown — 

Be  ours  the  glory  of  our  hands. 

Long  in  these  walls — long  may  -we  greet 
Your  footfalls,  Peace  and  Concord  sweet  I 
Distant  the  day,  oh !  distant  far, 
When  the  rude  hordes  of  trampling  War, 

Shall  scare  the  silent  vale  : 
And  where, 

Now  tho  sweet  neaven,  when  day  doth  leave 
The  air, 

Liinns  its  soft  rose-hues  on  the  vail  of  Eve ; 
Shall  the  fierce  war- brand  tossing  in  the  gale, 
From  town  and   hamlet  shake  the  hoiTent  glare 

VIII. 

Now,  its  destined  task  fulfilled, 

Asunder  break  the  prison-mold ; 
Let  the  goodly  Bell  we  build, 
Eye  and  heart  alike  behold. 
The  hammer  down  heave, 
Till  the  cover  it  cleave  : — 
Tor  not  till  we  shatter  the  wall  of  its  cell 
Can  we  lift  from  its  darkness  and  bondage  tho  B<11. 
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To  break  the  mold,  the  Master  may, 

If  skilled  the  hand  and  ripe  the  hour ; 
B'it  woe,  when  on  its  fiery  way 

The  metal  seeks  itself  to  pour. 
Frantic  and  blind,  with  thunder-knell. 

Exploding  from  its  shattered  home, 
And  glaring  forth,  as  from  a  hell, 

Behold  the  red  Destruction  come  ! 
When  rages  strength  that  has  no  reason. 
There  breaks  the  mold  before  the  season; 
"When  numbers  burst  what  bound  before, 
Woe  to  the  State  that  thrives  no  more  ! 
Yea,  woe,  when  in  the  city's  heart, 

The  latent  spark  to  flame  is  blown ; 
And  from  their  thrall  the  Millions  start, 

No  leader  but  their  rage  to  own  ! 
Di-scordant  howls  the  Avarning  Bell, 

Proclaiming  discord  wide  and  far, 
And,  born  but  things  of  peace  to  tell, 

Becomes  the  ghastliest  voice  of  war  ; 
**  Freedom  !  Equality  I"  to  blood. 

Rush  the  roused  people  at  the  sound  ! 
Through  street,  hall,  palace,  roars  the  flood 

And  banded  murder  closes  round  I 
The  hyena-shapes  (that  Avomen  were  !) 

Jest  with  the  horrors  they  survey ; 
From  human  breasts  the  hearts  they  tear — 

As  panthers  rend  their  prey ! 
Naught  rests  to  hallow; — burst  the  ties 

Of  Shame's  religious,  noble  awe  ; 
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Before  the  Vice  the  Virtue  flies, 

And  Universal  Crime  is  Law  ; 
Man  fears  the  lion's  kingly  tread; 

Man  fears  the  tiger's  fangs  of  terror ; 
But  Man  himself  is  most  to  dread, 

When  mad  with  social  error. 
No  torch,  though  lit  from  Heaven,  illumes 

The  Blind  '—Why  place  it  in  his  hand  ? 
It  lights  not  him — it  but  consumes 

The  City  and  the  Land  ! 

IX. 

Rejoice  and  laud  the  prospering  skies  ! 
The  kernel  bursts  its  husks — behold 
From  the  dull  clay  the  metal  rise, 
Pure- shining,  as  a  star  of  gold  ! 
Rim  and  crown  glitter  bright, 
Like  the  sun's  flash  of  light. 
And  even  the  scutcheon,  clear-graven,  shall  tell 
That  the  art  of  a  master  has  fashioned  the  Bell 

Come  in — come  in, 

My  merry  men — we'll  form  a  ring, 

The  new-born  labor  christening ; 

And  "  Concord  "  we  will  name  her  ! — 
To  union  may  her  heartfelt  call 

In  brother-love  attune  us  all ! 
May  she  the  destined  glory  win 

For  which  the  Master  sought  to  frame  b 
Aloft — (ail  earth's  existence  under). 
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In  blue  pavilioned  heaven  afar 
To  dwell — the  Neighbor  of  the  Thunder, 

The  Borderer  of  the  Star  ! 
Be  hers  above  a  voice  to  raise 

Like  those  bright  hosts  in  yonder  sphero. 
Who,  while  they  move,  their  ]Makor  praise, 

And  lead  around  the  wreathed  year. 
To  solemn  and  eternal  things 

We  dedicate  her  lips  sublime, 
As  hourly,  calmly,  on  she  swings, 

Touching,  with  every  movement,  Time ! 
No  pulse — no  heart — no  feeling  hers. 

She  lends  the  warning  voice  to  Fate  ; 
And  still  companions,  while  slie  stirs 

The  changes  of  the  Human  State  .  ^ 
So  may  she  teach  us,  as  her  tone. 

But  now  so  mighty,  melts  away — 
That  earth  no  life  ^hieh  earth  has  known 

Fropi  the  last  silence  can  delay. 

* 

Slowly  now  the  cords  upheave  her  ! 

From  her  earth-grave  soars  the  Bell ; 
Mid  the  airs  of  Heaven  we  leave  her, 
In  the  Music-Realm  to  dwell. 
Up — upward — yet  raise — 
She  has  risen — she  sways. 
Fair  Bell,  to  our  city  bode  joy  and  increase  ; 
And   oh,    may   thy   first   sound   be    hallowed    to— 
Peace'' 
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1  "  I  call  the  Living  — I  monm  the  Dead  — I  break  the  Lightning." 
Those  words  arc  inscribed  on  tlie  Great  IJcIl  of  tlic  ilinster  of 
Scliairhatiscn  — also  on  that  of  the  Church  of  Art  near  Lucerne. 
There  was  an  old  belief  in  Switzerland,  tlmt  the  nnduhition  of  air 
caused  by  tlie  sound  of  a  Bell  broke  tlic  electric  fluid  of  a  thunder 
cloud. 

2  A  piece  of  clay  pipe  which  becomes  vitrified  if  the  metal  is  suffi- 
ciently heated. 

3  Paraphrased  — 

"  Cnd  fuget  zum  Guten  den  Clanz  imd  den  Schimmer.  " 
"Znm  Guten  "  here  means  "  to  the  useful." 

*  Tlic  Translator  adheres  to  the  original,  in  forsaking  the  rhj-me 
in  these  lines  and  some  others. 

5  Written  in  tlic  time  of  the  French  war. 

NOTE. 

Ik  "  The  Walk"  we  have  seen  the  projrress  of  Society — in  "  The 
Bell"  we  have  the  lay  of  the  Life  of  Man.  This  is  the  crowning 
Flower  of  that  garland  of  Humanity,  which,  in  his  Culture-His- 
toric poems,  the  hand  of  Schiller  has  entwined.  In  lunglaniL,  '"The 
Lay  of  the  Bell"  has  been  the  best  known  of  the  Poet's  composi- 
tions— out  of  the  Drama.  It  has  been  the  favorite  subject  selected 
by  his  translators;  to  say  nothing  of  others  (more  recent,  but  with 
which  we  own  we  are  unacquainted),  the  elegant  version  of  Lord 
Francis  Egerton  (now  Earl  of  Ellesmere),  has  long  since  familiarized 
its  beauties  to  the  English  public;  and  had  it  been  possible  to  omit 
from  our  collection  a  i)oem  of  such  importance,  we  would  willingly 
have  declined  the  task  which  suggests  comparisons  disadvantageous 
to  ourselves.  The  idea  of  this  poem  had  long  been  revolved  by  Schil- 
ler.* He  went  often  to  a  bell-.'oundry,  to  make  himself  thorough  y 
acquainted  with  the  mechanical  process,  which  he  has  applied  to 
purposes  so  ideal.  Even  from  the  time  in  which  he  began  the  actual 
composition  of  the  poem,  two  years  elapsed  before  it  was  completed. 
The  work  profited  by  the  delay;  and  as  the  Poet  is  generally  clear 
'ji  proportion  to  Ids  entire  farniliarit}'  with  his  own  design,  so  of  all 
'Schiller  s  moral  i)oems  this  is  the  most  intelligible  to  the  or;!in.ir_v 
ender-standing;  perhaps  the  more  so,  because,  as  one  of  his  Com 

*  See  Li/e  of  ScJiille^y  by  Madame  Vou  Wolzogen. 
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mentators  has  remarked,  the  principal  ideas  and  images  he  baa 
already  expressed  in  his  previous  writings,  an<l  his  mind  was  thus 
free  to  give  itself  up  more  to  the  form  than  to  the  tlioiiirht.  Still  we 
think  that  the  symn.etry  an<l  oneness  of  the  comjiosition  have  been 
indiscriminately  paneirj-rizcd.  As  the  Lay  of  Life,  it  begins  with 
Birth,  and  wh^en  it  arrives  at  Death,  it  has  reached  its  legitimate 
conclusion.  The  reader  will  observe,  at  the  seventh  strophe,  that 
there  is  an  abrupt  and  final  break  in  the  individual  interest  which 
has  hitherto  connected  the  several  portions.  Till  then,  he  has  had 
before  him  the  prominent  figure  of  a  single  man — the  one  represent- 
ative of  human  life — whose  baptism  the  Bell  has  celebrated,  whose 
youth,  wanderings,  return  to  his  father's  house,  love,  marriage,  pios- 
perity,  misfortunes,  to  the  death  of  th?  wife,  have  carried  on  the 
progress  of  the  Poem  ;  and  this  leading  Jlgure  then  recedes  altogether 
from  the  scene,  and  the  remainder  of  th(-  Poem,  till  the  ninth  stanza, 
losing  sight  altogether  of  individual  life,  merely  repeats  the  pur- 
pose of  "The  "Walk,"  and  confounds  itself  in  illustrations  of  social 
life  in  general.  The  picture  of  the  French  Revolution,  though  ad- 
mirably done,  is  really  not  only  an  ei)isode  in  the  main-^k'sign,  but  is 
merely  a  copy  of  that  already  painted,  and  set  in  its  proper  place,  in 
the  Historical  Poem  of  "  The  Walk." 

But  whatever  weight  may  bo  attached — whether  to  this  objection, 
or  to  others  which  we  have  seen  elsewhere  urged — the  "  non  Ego 
paucis  offendar  maculis"  may,  indeed,  be  well  applied  to  a  Poem  so 
replete  with  the  highest  excellences — so  original  in  conception — so 
full  of  pathos,  spirit,  and  Variety  in  its  plan — and  so  complete  in  its 

mastery  over  form  and  language 

Much  of  its  beauty  must  escape  in  translation,  even  if  an  English 
Schiller  were  himself  the  translator.  For  that  beauty  which  be- 
longs to/onn — the  "  curiosa  felicitas  verborum" — is  always  untrans- 
latable. "Witness  the  Odes  of  Horace,  the  greater  part  of  Goethe's 
Lyrics,  and  the  Chiruses  of  Sophocles.  Thouch  the  life  of  Man  is 
portrayed,  it  is  the  life  of  a  German  m.an.  The  wanderings,  or  ap- 
prenticeship of  the  youth,  are  not  a  familiar  fi.'ature  iu  our  own 
civilization;  the  bustling  housewife  is  peculiarly  German  ;  so  is  the 
incident  of  tho  fire — a  misfortune  very  common  in  parts  of  Germany, 
and  which  the  sound  of  the  church  bell  proclaims.  Thus  that  pecu- 
liar charm  which  belongs  to  the  recognition  of  familiar  and  houso- 
told  images,  in  an  ideal  and  poetic  form,  must  be  in  a  great  measure 


THE    POETRY    OF    LIFE. 


235 


lost  to  a  forcismer.  The  thnujrht,  too,  at  the  end — the  prayer  for 
Peace— is  of  a  local  and  temporary  nature.  It  breathed  the  wish  of 
all  Germany,  during  the  four  years'  war  with  France,  and  was,  at 
the  dale  of  publication — like  all  temporary  allusions — a  strong  and 
efTcctive  close,  to  become,  after  the  interest  of  the  allusion  ceased 
comparatively  feeble.  These  latter  observations  are  made,  not  in 
depreciation  of  the  Poem,  but  on  behalf  of  it;  to  show  that  it  has 
beauties  peculiar  to  the  language  it  was  written  in,  the  people  it  ad- 
dressed, and  the  date  of  it.s  first  appearance,  cf  which  it  muat  be  de 
spoiled  in  translation. 
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*'  ^^rnO  would  himself  with  shadows  entertain, 

*  *    Or  gild  hi.s  life  with  lights  that  shine  in  vain, 
Or  nurso  false  hopes  that  do  but  cheat  the  true  ? — 
Though  with  my  dream  mj  lieaven    should  be  re- 
signed— 
Though   the   free-pinioned   soul    that    once    could 

dwell 
In  the  large  empire  of  the  Possible, 
This  work-day  life  with  iron  chains  may  bind, 
Yet  thus  the  mastery  o'er  ourselves  we  find, 
And  solemn  duty  to  our  acts  decreed, 
Meets  us  thus  tutored  in  the  hour  of  need. 
With  a  more  sober  and  submissive  mind  ' 
How  front  Necessity — yet  bid  thy  youth 
Shun  the  mild  rule  of  life's  calm  sovereign,  Truth? 

So  speak'st  thou,  friend,  how  stronger  far  than  L 
As  from  Experience — that  sure  port  serene — 
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Thou  look' St ;    and  straight,   a  coldness   wi-aps  the 

sky, 

The  suuiincr  glory  withers  from  the  scene, 

Scared  by  the  solemn  spell;  behold  them  fly, 

The  godlilie  images  that  seemed  so  fair! 

Silent  the  pbyful  Muse  —  the  rosy  Hours 

Halt  in  their  dance;  and  the  May-breathing  flowers 

Fall  from  the  sister-Graces'  waving  hair. 

Sweet-mouthed  Apollo  breaks  his  golden  lyre, 

Hermes,  the  wand  witli  many  a  marvel  rife;  — 

The  veil,  rose-woven  by  the  young  Desire 

"With    dreams,   drops    from    the    hueless    cheeks    of 

Life. 
The  world  seems  what  it  is — A  Grave  !  and  Love 
Casts  down  the  bandage  wound  his  eyes  above, 
And  sees  ! — He  sees  but  images  of  clay 
Where  he    dreamed   gods ;    and    sighs — and  glides 

away.' 
The  youngness  of  the  Beautiful  grows  old, 
And  on  thy  lips  the  bride's  sweet  kiss  seems  cold; 
And  in  the  crowd  of  joys — upon  thy  throne 
Thou  sitt'st  in  state,  and  hardenest  into  stone. 

•  These  four  lines  are  slightly  altered  from  the  original,  in  which 
Love  is  doubly  tyjtified  by  Cvther-,j-  »*r  d  her  son  Cupid;  and  by  tb** 
double  type  the  idea  itself  o*t".fi'ref  .v';.-**.!. 
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THE   ANTIQUE   AT   ?APwI3. 
(free   traxslatiox). 

W''I1AT  the  Greek  wrought,  the  vaunting  Frank 
may  gain, 
And  waft  the  pomp  of  Hellas  to  the  Seine ; 
His  proud  museums  may  Avith  marble  groan, 
And  Gallia  gape  on  glories  not  her  own; 

But  ever  silent  in  the  ungenial  halls 

Shall  stand  the  Statues  on  their  pedestals. 

J3y  him  alone  the  Muses  are  possessed. 

Who  warms  them  from  the  marble — at  his  breast ; 

Bright,    to   the    Greek,    from   stone    each    goddess 

grew — 
Vandals,  each  goddess  is  but  stone  to  you 


THEKL  A; 
A   SPIRIT-YOICE. 

It  was  objected  to  Schiller's  Wallenstein^  that  he  had  auflfered 
Thekla  to  disappear  from  the  Play  without  any  cleai  intimation  oi 
her  fate.  These  stanzas  are  his  answer  to  the  objection  We  have  no 
meter  exactly  correspondent  to  the  original,  and  all  attempts  at  ser- 
vile imitation  in  English  forfeit  all  claim  to  rhythm  and  melody  upon 
&n  ear  that  can  distinguish  between  verse  and  prose. 

16 
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TiyHERE  does  my  shadow  fleet, 

'  •       As  from  thy  vision  rapt,  aloft  I  soar  ? 
Is  not  my  destiny  complete  ? 

Have   I  not   lived  ?    have   I  not    loved  ? — What 
more  ? 


Ask'st  thou,  where  pass  away 

The  Nightingales  that  did  enrapture  air 

With  Music's  soul  in  thy  young  happy  May  ? 

They  loved,  and  only  while  they  loved,  they  were  I 


Is  the  Lost  found  again  ? 

With  him,  believe  me,  I  at  last  am  wed  ; 
Where  hearts,  once  joined,  are  never  rent  in  twain, 

Where  tears,  once  dried,  can  never  more  be  shed. 


Thou  unto  us  shalt  win. 

Thou — if  thy  love  shall  equal  that  we  knew ; 
There  is  my  father,'  free  from  every  sin. 

Where  the  red  Murder  can  no  more  pursue. 

Him  no  delusion  won 

To  feed  his  upward  gaze  on  starry  spheres ; 
F)r  every  faith  (nor  least  the  boldest  one) 

To  Heaven  aspiring — still  the  Holy  nears 

To  each  belief  that  smiled 

On  life  to  beautify — some  truth  is  given ! 


WILLIAM    TELL.  2o0 

0  dare  to  err  and  dare  to  dream  ! — tlic  child 
Has  oft  the  loftiest  instinct  of  the  Heaven! 

'  Wallenstcin.  The  next  sumza  alludes  to  his  helief  in  Astrologry— 
of  which  such  beautiful  uses  have  been  made  by  Schiller  in  his  sol- 
emn tragedy. 


WILLIAM   TELL. 

Lines  accorapanyiug:   the   copy  of  Schiller's  Drama  of    William 
Tell,  presented  to  the  Arch-Chancellor  Voa  Dalberg. 

I. 

IN  that  foil  strife,  when  force  with  force  engnges, 
And  Wrath  stirs  bloodshed— Wrath  with  blind- 
fold eves — 
When,  midst  the  war  which  raving  Faction  wages. 

Lost  in  the  roar — the  voice  of  Justice  dies. 
When,  but  for  license.  Sin,  the  shameless,  rages, 

Against  the  Holy  when  the  Willful  rise. 
When  lost  the  Anchor  which  makes  Nations  stronsr 
Amidst  the  storm, — there,  is  no  theme  for  song. 

II. 
But  when  a  Race,  tending  bj  vale  and  hill 

Free  flocks,  contented  with  its  rude  domain — 
Barsts  the  hard  bondage  with  its  OAvn  great  will. 

Lets  fall  the  sword  when  once  it  rends  the  chain 
And,  flushed  with  Victory,  can  be  human  still — 
There    blest    the    strife,    and    then   inspired    tho 
strain. 


■  3  JpW 
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Such  is  my  tliome — to  thoc  not  strange,  'tis  true  r 
Thou  in  the  Great  canst  never  find  the  New.* 

'  The  concluding  point  in  the  original  requires  some  paraptras* 
S  translation.     Schiller's  lines  are — 

"  Und  solch  ein  liiM  darf  ich  dir  freudig  zeigen, 
Du  kennst's — denn  alles  Grosse  ist  dein  eigen." 


ARCHIMEDES. 

rO  Archimedes  once  a  scholar  came, 
"  Teach  me,"   he  said,  ''  the  Art  that  won  thy 
fame  ; — 
The  godlike  Art  which  gives  such  boons  to  toil. 
And  showers  such  fruit  upon  thy  native  soil; — 
The  godlike  Art  that  girt  the  town  when  all 
Rome's  vengeance  burst  in  thunder  on  the  wall!" 
"  Thou  call'st  Art  godlike — it  is  so,  in  truth, 
And  was,"  replied  the  Master  to  the  youth, 
"  Ere  yet  its  secrets  were  applied  to  use — 
Ere  yet  it  served  beleaguered  Syracuse  : — 
Ask'st  thou  from  Art,  but  what  the  Art  is  wortli  ? 
The  fruit  ? — for  fruit  go  cultivate  the  Earth. — 
He  who  the  goddess  would  aspire  unto, 
Must  not  the  goddess  as  the  woman  woo!" 


r 
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O  flaunt  the  fair  shape  of  Humanity, 

Lewd  Mockery  dragg'd  thee  through  the  mire 
it  trod.' 
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Wit  wars  with  Beautj  everlastingly — 

Yearns  for  no  angel — and  adores  no  God — 
Views  the  heart's  wealth — to  steal  it  as  the  thief — 
Assails  Delusion,  but  to  kill  Belief. 

Yet  the  true  Poetry — herself,  like  thee, 

Childlike ;  herself,  like  thee,  a  shepherd  maid- 
Gives  thee  her  birthright  of  Divinity, 

And  lifts  unto  the  stars  thy  starry  shade. 
Thy  brows  receive  the  auriole  of  her  sky ; 
The  Heart  created  thee — thou  canst  not  die. 

The  mean  world  loves  to  darken  what  is  bright. 
To  see  to  dust  each  loftier  image  brought ; 

But  fear  not — souls  there  are  that  can  delight 
In  the  high  Memory  and  the  stately  Thought; 

To  ribald  mirth  let  Momus  rouse  the  mart. 

But  forms  more  noble  glad  the  noble  heart. 

»  Voltaire,  In  Th^  PuctlU. 


CARTHAGE. 

OF  a  humaner   Mother   Thou,   degenerate   Child 
and  vile, 
Combining  iron  Roman  might  with  fraudful  Tyrian 

guile, 
But  o'er  the  world  it  conquered,  Rome  with  powi^r 
majestic  reign'd ; 
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And  Tyrian  Arts  instructed  all  that  Tyrian   craft 

obtain'd  ' 
Say  what  of  the  and  thy  renown  in  History's  page 

is  told  ? 
Thy  realms  were  won  with  Iloman  steel — and  ruled 

with  Tyrian  gold! 


COLUMBUS. 

C  TEER  on,  bold   Sailor — Wit  may  mock  thy  soul 

'^  that  sees  the  land, 

And  hopeless  at  the  helm  may  droop  the  weak  and 

weary  hand ; 
Yet   ever — ever  to   the    West,   for  there  the 

coast  must  lie, 
And  dim  it  dawns  and  glimmering  dawns  before  thy 

reason's  eye ; 
Yea,  trust  the  guiding  God — and  go  along  the  float- 
ing grave. 
Though    hid   till   now — yet   now,  behold  the   New 

World  o'er  the  wave  ! 
With  Genius  Nature  ever  stands  in    solemn    union 

still, 
And  ever   what   the  One  foretells   the    Other   shall 

fulfill. 


■f 


NiENIA.  24u 


N  ^  N I  A  . » 

THE  Beautiful,  tbat  men  and  gods  alike  subdues 
must  perish, 

For  pity  ne'er   the    iron  breast  of  Stygian   Jove 
shall  cherish ! 

Onoe   only — Love,    by   aid   of    song,  the    Shadow- 
Sovereign  thrall'd. 

And   at   the  dreary  threshold   he    again   the   boon 
recall'd. 

Not    Aphrodite's   heavenly  tears  to  love   and   life 
restored 

Her   own   adored   Adonis,    by  the    grisly    monster 
gored ! 

Not  all  the  art  of  Thetis  saved  her  god-like  hero- 
son, 

When  falling  by  the  Scasan  gate,  his  race  of  glory 
run  ! 

But  forth  she  came,  with  all  the  nymphs  of  Nereus. 
from  the  deep. 

Around  the  silence  of  the  Dead  to  sorrow  and  to 
weep. 

See  tears  are  shed  by  every  god   and   goddess,   to 
I  survey 

How  soon  the  Beautiful  is  past,   the  Perfect  dies 
away  ! 

y  ?t  noble  sounds  the  voice  of  wail — and  woe  the 
Dead  can  grace ; 


. 
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For  never  wail  and  woe  are  heard  to  mourn  above 
the  Base  ! 

1  Nunia  was  the  goddess  of  funerals— and    funeral    songs  were 
called  Nffini.T?. 
»riuto. 


TWAS   1 
But' 


JOVE    TO    HERCULES. 

not  my  nectar  made  thy  strength  divine 
twas  thy  strength  which  made  my  nectar 
thine  I 


THE    IDEAL    AND    THE    ACTUAL    LIFE. 

Is  Schiller's  Poem  of  '•  The  Ideal,"  a  translation  of  which  has 
alreiuiy  been  presented  to  the  reader,  but  which  was  composed 
subsoquentl}' to  "The  Ideal  and  the  Actual,"  the  prevailing  senti- 
ment is  of  that  simple  pathos  which  can  come  home  to  every  man 
who  has  mourned  for  Youth,  and  the  illusions  which  belong  to 
it— 

"  for  the  hour 
Of  glory  in  the  grass,  and  splendor  in  the  flower." 

Cut  "The  Ideal  ami  the  Actual"  is  purely  philosophical  ;  a  poem 
■'  in  which,"  says  Iloffineister,  "  every  object  and  every  epithet 
has  a  meta]thysical  background."  Schiller  himself  was  aware  of  its 
v.bsciirity  to  the  general  rcadc-r :  he  desires  that  even  the  refining 
Humboldt  "should  read  it  in  a  kind  of  holy  stillness— and  banish, 
during  the  me<lilation  it  recjuired,  all  that  was  profane."  Humboldt 
proved  himself  worthy  of  these  instructions,  by  the  enthusiastic 
udiuiration  with   whieh   the   poem   inspired   him.     Previous  to  its 
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eoroposinon,  Schiller  had  been  employed  upon   philosophical  in- 
quiries, especially  his  "Letters on  the  Esthetic  Education  of  Man;" 
and   of  these  Letters  it  is  truly  observed,  that  the   Poem  is  the 
jTowning  Flower.    To  those  acquainted  with  Schiller's  i)hilosophical 
irorka  and  views,  the  poem   is  therefore  less  obscure;  in  its  severe 
compression    such  readers    behold    but    the    poetical   epitome   cf 
houghts  the  depth  of  which   they  have   already  sounded,   and  the 
oherence  of  which  they  have  already  ascertained — they  recognize 
.  familiar  symbol,  where  the  general  reader  only  perplexes  himself 
ai  a  riddle. 

Without  entering  into  disquisitions,  out  of  place  in  this  transhv- 
tion.  and  futigning  to  those  who  desire  in  a  collection  of  poems  to 
enjoy  the  I'oeticul — not  to  be  bewildered  by  tlie  Abstract — I  shall 
merely  preface  ihe  poem,  with  the  help  of  Schiller'-  ommentators, 
by  a  short  analysis  of  the  general  design  iin<l  nieaning,  so  at  least 
as  to  faciiitite  the  reader's  study  of  iliis  remarkable  poem- 
study  it  will  still  require,  and  well  rejciy. 

The  Poem  begins  (Stnnza  1st)  with  the  doctrine  which  Schiller 
has  often  inculcated,  that  to  Man  there  rests  but  the  choice  between 
the  pleasures  of  sense,  and  the  peace  of  the  soul ;  but  both  are 
united  in  the  life  of  the  Immortals,  viz.,  the  higher  orders  of  being 
Stanza  2d. — Still  it  m.iy  be  ours  to  attain,  even  on  earth,  to  this 
loftier  and  holier  life — provided  we  can  raise  ourselves  b<'yond 
material  objects.  Stanza  3d. — The  Fates  can  only  influence  tlro 
body,  and  the  things  of  time  and  matter.  But,  safe  from  the  changes 
of  matter  an<l  of  life,  the  Platonic  Archetype,  Foi-m,  hovers  rn  the 
realm  of  the  Ideal.  If  we  can  ascend  to  this  realm — in  oiher  words 
to  the  domain  of  Beauty — we  attain  (Stanza  4th)  to  the  jjerfection 
of  Humanity — a  perfection  only  found  in  the  immaterial  forms  an.', 
shadows  of  that  realm — yet  in  which,  as  in  the  Gods,  the  sensua. 
and  the  intellectual  powers  are  united.  In  the  Actual  Life  w«» 
strive  for  a  goal  we  cannot  reach  ;  in  the  Ideal,  the  goal  is  attainable, 
and  there  effort  is  victory.  With  Stanza  5th  begins  the  antithesis 
which  is  a  key  to  tho  rem.iinder — an  antithesis  constantly  balanc- 
ing before  us  the  conditions  of  the  Actual  aud  the  privileges  of 
the  Ideal.  The  Ideal  is  not  meant  to  relax,  but  to  brace  us  lor  the 
Actu.al  Life.  From  the  latter  we  cannot  escape;  but  when  we 
begin  to  flag  beneath  the  sense  of  our  narrow  limits,  and  the 
fiirticuUies  of  the    jiath.    the  oy?.   steadfastly   fixed  upon  the    IdoaJ 
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Beauty  aloft,  beholds  there  the  goal.  Stanza  6th.—  In  Actual  Life 
Strength  and  Courage  an'  the  requisites  for  success,  and  are  doonie* 
to  eternal  straggle;  but  (Stanza  7th)  in  the  Ideal  Life,  struggh 
exists  not;  the  stream,  gliding  far  from  its  rocky  sources,  i' 
smoothed  to  repose.  Stanza  Sth.— In  the  Actual  Life,  as  long  ai 
the  Artist  still  has  to  contend  with  matter,  he  must  strive  and 
labor  Truth  is  only  elicited  by  toil — the  statue  only  wakens  from 
the  block  by  the  stroke  of  the  chisel;  but  when  (Stanza  tth)  he 
has  once  achieved  the  idea  of  Beauty — when  once  he  has  elevated 
the  material  marble  into  form — all  trace  of  his  human  neediness  and 
frailty  is  lost,  and  his  work  seems  the  child  of  the  souL  Stanza 
10th. — Again,  in  the  Actual  world,  the  man  who  strives  for  Virtue 
finds  every  sentiment  and  every  action  poor  compared  to  the  rigid 
standard  of  the  abstract  moral  law.  But  if,  (Stanza  11th.)  instejMl  of 
slriving  for  Virtue,  merely  from  the  cold  sense  of  duty,  we  live- that 
life  beyond  the  senses,  in  which  Virtue  becomes,  as  it  were,  natural 
to  us — in  which  its  behests  are  served,  not  through  duty,  but  inclina- 
tion— then  the  gulf  between  man  and  the  moral  law  is  filled  up :  we 
take  the  Godhead,  so  to  speak,  into  our  will ;  and  Heaven  ceases  its 
terrors,  when  man  ceases  to  resist  it.  Stanza  r2th.— Finally,  in  Actual 
Life,  sorrows,  whether  our  own,  or  those  with  which  we  sympathize. 
are  terrible  and  powerful ;  but  (Stanza  13th)  in  the  Ideal  world  even 
Sorrow  has  its  pleasures.  "We  contemplate  the  writhingsof  the 
Laocnon  in  marble,  with  delight  in  the  greatness  of  Art — not  with 
anguish  for  the  suffering,  but  with  vener.ation  for  the  grandeur 
with  which  the  suffering  is  idealized  by  the  Artist  or  exi)ressed  by  | 

the  subject.     Over  the  pain  of  Art  smiies  the  Heaven  of  the  Moral  \ 

world.    Stanzas  14th  and  15th.— Man  thus  aspiring  to  the  Ideal,  is  i 

compared  to  the  Mythical  Hercules.    In  the  Actual  world  he  must  \ 

suffer  and   must  toil ;  but  when  once  he  can   cast  aside  the  garb  of  * 

clay,  anr"   through  the  Ethereal  flame  separate  the  Mortal  from   the  s 

Immortal,  the  material  dross  sinks  downward,  the  si)irit  soar?  aloft, 
and  Hebe  (or  Eternal  Youth)  pours  out  nectar  as  to  the  Gjos.  If 
the  reader  will  have  the  patience  to  compare  the  above  analysis 
with  the  subjoined  version,  (in  which  the  Translator  has  also 
Bought  to  render  the  general  sense  as  intelligible  as  possible.)  he 
will  probably  find  little  difliculty  in  clearing  up  the  Auvhor'i 
meaning. 
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I. 

FOTiEYER  fair,  for  ever  calm  and  bright, 
Life  flies  on  plumage  zcphyi -light, 
For  those  who  on  the  Olympian  hill  rejoice — 
Moons  wane,  and  races  wither  to  the  tomb, 
And  'mid  the  universal  ruin,  bloom 
Tlie  rosy  days  of  Gods — 

With  Man,  the  choice, 
I'imid  and  anxious,  hesitates  between 

Tlie  sense's  pleasure  and  the  soul's  content  ; 
While  on  celestial  brows,  ah)ft  and  sheen, 
The  beams  of  both  are  blent. 


II. 

Seek'st  thou  on  earth  the  life  of  Gods  to  share. 
Safe  in  the  Realm  of  Death  ? — beware 

To  pluck  the  fruits  that  glitter  to  thine  eye ; 
Content  thyself  with  gazing  on  their  glow — 
Short  are  the  joys  Possession  can  bestow, 

And  in  Possession  sweet  Desire  will  die. 
'Tvvas  not  the  ninefold  chain  of  waves  tliat  bound 

Thy  daughter,  Ceres,  to  the  Stygian  river — 
She  plucked  the  fruit  of  the  unholy  ground. 

And  so — was  Hell's  forever. 


III. 


The  Weavers  of  the  Web-  -the  Fates — but  swaj 
The  matter  and  the  things  of  clay  ; 
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Safe  from  each  change  that  time  to  matter  gives. 
Nature's  blest  playmate,  free  at  will  to  stray 
With  Gods  a  god,  amidst  the  fields  of  Day, 

The  Form,  the  Archetype,^  serenely  lives. 
VVould'st  thou  soar  heavenward  on  its  joyous  wing  ? 

Cast  off  the  earthly  burden  of  the  Real; 
High  from  this  cramp'd  and  dungeou'd  being  spring 

Into  the  Realm  of  the  Ideal. 

IV. 

Here,  bathed.  Perfection,  in  thy  purest  ray, 
Free  from  the  clogs  and  taints  of  clay, 

Hovers  divine  the  Archetypal  Man ! 
Dim  as  those  phantom  shapes  of  life  that  gleam 
And  wander  voiceless  by  the  Stygian  stream, — 

Fair  as  it  stands  in  fields  Elysian, 
Ere  down  to  Flesh  the  Immortal  doth  descend : — 

If  doubtful  ever  in  the  Actual  life 
Each  contest, — here  a  victory  crowns  the  end 

Of  every  nobler  strife. 

V. 

Not  from  the  strife  itself  to  set  thee  free, 
Rut  more  to  nerve — doth  Victory 

Wave  her  rich  garland  from  the  Ideal  clime. 
Whate'er  thy  wish,  the  Earth  has  no  repose — 
Life  still  must  drag  thee  onward  as  it  flows, 

Whirling  thee  down  the  dancing  surge  of  Tiinr. 
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But  when  the  courage  sinks  beneath  the  dull 
Sfinse  of  its  narrow  limits — on  the  soul, 

Bright  from  the  hill-tops  of  the  Beautiful, 
Bursts  the  attained  goal. 

VI. 

If  worth  thy  while  the  glory  and  the  >strife 
Which  fire  the  lists  of  Actual  life— 

The  ardent  rush  to  fortune  or  to  fame, 
In  the  hot  field  where  Strcngtli  and  Valor  are. 
And  rolls  the  whirling  thunder  of  the  car, 

And   the   world,    breathless,    eyes    the     glorious 
game — 
Then  dare  and  strive  ! — the  prize  can  but  belong 

To  him  whose  valor  o'er  his  tribe  prevails  ; 
In  life  the  victory  only  crowns  the  strong — 

He  who  is  feeble  fails. 

VII. 

But  Life,  whose  source,  by  crags  around  it  piled, 
Chafed  while  confined,  foams  fierce  and  wild, 

Glides  soft  and  smooth  when  once  its  streams  ex 
pand, 
When  its  waves  (glassing,  in  their  silver  play, 
Aurora  blent  with  Hesper's  milder  ray). 

Gain  the  still  Beautiful — that  Shadow-Land  ! 
Here,  contest  grows  but  interchange  of  Love, 

All  curb  is  but  the  bondage  of  the  Grace  ; 
Gone  is  each  foe, — Peace  folds  her  winsrs  abovT 

Her  native  dwelling-place. 
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vin. 

When,  through  dead   stone   to   breathe   a   soul    of 

light, 
With  the  dull  matter  to  unite 

The  kindling  genius,  some  great  sculptor  glows  ; 
Behold  him  straining  every  nerve  intent — 
Behold  how,  o'er  the  subject  element. 

The  stately  Thought  its  march  laborious  goes  I 
For  never,  save  to  Toil  untiring,  spoke 

The  unwilling  Ti^uth  from  her  mysterious  well— 
The  statue  only  to  the  chisel's  stroke 

Wakes  from  its  marble  cell. 

IX. 

But  onward  to  the  Sphere  of  Beauty — go 
Onward,  0  Child  of  Art !  and,  lo, 

Out  of  the  matter  which  thy  pains  control 
The  Statue  springs  ! — not  as  with  labor  wrung 
Irom  the  hard  block,  but  as  from  Nothing  sprung — 

Airy  and  light — the  offspring  of  the  soul ! 
The  pangs,  the  cares,  the  weary  toils  it  cost 

Leave  not  a  trace  when  once  the  work  is  don^— 
The  Artist's  human  frailty  merged  and  lost 

In  Art's  great  victory  won  !^ 

X. 

When  human  Sin  confronts  the  rigid  law 
Of  perfect  Truth  and  Virtue,^  awe 
Seizes  and  saddens  thee  to  see  how  far 
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Beyond  thj  reach,  Perfection ; — if  we  test 
By  the  Ideal  of  the  Good,  tl>e  best, 

IIow  mean  our  efforts  and  our  actions  are ! 
This  space  between  the  Ideal  of  man's  soul 

And  man's  achievement,  who  hath  ever  passed  ? 
An  ocean  spreads  between  us  and  that  froal.   ^     a       u   ^    ^  J/ 

Where  anchor  ne  er  was  cast  I  ^  ■%    i 

XI. 

But  fly  the  boundary  of  the  Senses — live 
The  Ideal  life  free  Thought  can  give; 

And,  lo,  the  gulf  shall  vanish,  and  the  chill 
Of  the  soul's  impotent  despair  be  gone  I 
And  with  divinity  thou  sharest  the  throne. 

Let  but  divinity  become  thy  will  I 
Scorn  not  the  Law — permit  its  iron  band 

The  sense  (it  cannot  chain  the  soul)  to  thrali. 
Let  man  no  more  the  will  of  Jove  withstand,* 

And  Jove  the  bolt  lets  fall ! 

XII. 

If,  in  the  woes  of  Actual  Human  Life — 
If  thou  could'st  see  the  serpent  strife 

Which  the  Greek  Art  has  made  divine  in  stone  — 
Could'st  see  the  writhing  limbs,  the  livid  cheek, 
Note  every  pang,  and  hearken  every  shriek 

Of  some  despairing  lost  Laocoon, 
The  human  nature  would  thyself  subdue 

To  share  the  human  woe  before  thine  eye — 
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Thy  cheek  would  pale,  and  all  thy  soul  be  true 
To  Man's  Great  Sympathy. 

XIII. 

But  in  the  Ideal  Healm,  aloof  and  far, 
Where  tlie  calm  Art's  pure  dwellers  are, 

Lo,  the  Laocoon  writhes,  but  does  not  groan. 
Here  no  f^harp  grief  the  high  emotion  knows — 
Here  suffering's  self  is  made  divine,  and  shows 

The  brave  resolve  of  the  firm  soul  alone  : 
Here,  lovely  as  the  rainbow  on  the  dew 

Of  the  spent  thunder-cloud,  to  Art  is  given, 
Gleaming   through  Griefs   dark  vail,  the  peaceful 
blue 

Of  the  sweet  Moral  Heaven. 

XIV. 
So,  in  the  glorious  Parable,  behold 
How,  bowed  to  mortal  bonds,  of  old 

Life's  dreary  path  divine  Alcides  trod : 
The  hydra  and  the  lion  were  his  prey, 
And  to  restore  the  friend  he  loved  to  day. 

He  went  undaunted  to  the  black-browed  God  ; 
And  all  the  torments  and  the  labors  sore 

Wroth  Juno  sent — the  meek  majestic  One 
With  patient  spirit  and  unquailing,  bore. 

Until,  the  course  was  run — 

XV. 
Until  the  God  cast  down  his  garb  of  clay. 
And  rent  in  hallowing  flame  away 
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The  mortal  part  from  the  divine — to  soar 
To  the  empyreal  air !     Behold  him  spring 
Blithe  in  the  pride  of  the  unwonted  vc'ing. 

And  the  dull  matter,  that  confined  before, 
Sinks  downAvard,  downward,  downward  as  a  dream  ! 

Olympian  hymns  receive  the  escaping  soul, 
And  smiling  Hebe,  from  the  ambrosial  stream. 

Fills  for  a  God  the  bowl ! 

'  "  Die  Gestalt" — Form,  the  Platonic  Archetype. 

2  ]\roro  literally  tmnslatetl  thus  by  the  Autliur  of  the  Article  on 
Schilkr  in  the  Foreign  and  Coloninl  lietieic.  July,  lSi3— 

"Thence  all  •u-itnL-sscs  forever  banished 

Of  poor  Human  Nakedness." 

'The  Law — i.  «.,  the  Kantian  Ideal  of  Truth  and   Virtne.     This 

stanza  and  the  next  embody,  jjorhaps  wHh  some  exaggeration,  th« 

Kantian  doctrine  of  morality. 

*  '•  But  in  God's  sight  submission  is  command." 

Jonah^  by  the  Eev.  F.  Hodgson.     Quoted  in  Foreign  a;i(i  ColowU^ 

Betiew,  July,  1S43— Art,  •' Schilhr," p.  21. 
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ONCE  more,  then,  we  meet, 
In  the  circles  of  yore ; 
Let  our  song  be  as  sweet 

In  its  wreaths  as  before. 
"Who  claims  the  first  place 

In  the  tribute  of  sonor  ? 
The  God  to  whose  grace 

A]i  our  pleasures  belong. 
Though  Ceres  may  spread 
All  her  gifts  on  the  shriD«>, 
17 
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Though  the  glass  may  be  red 

With  the  blush  of  the  vine, 
What  boots — if  the  while 

Fall  no  spark  on  the  hearth  ? 
If  the  heart  do  not  smile 

With  the  instinct  of  mirth  ? — 
From  the  clouds,  from  God's  breast 

Must  our  happiness  fall, 
Mid  the  blessed,  most  blest 

Is  the  Moment  of  all ! 
Since  Creation  began, 

All  that  mortals  have  wrought. 
All  that's  godlike  in  Man 

Comes — the  flash  of  a  Thought ! 
Stone  on  stone,  slow  upheaved 

Grows  the  pile  : — But  its  whole. 
Once  complete,  is  perceived 

As  if  sprung  from  the  soul. 
On  the  arch  that  she  buildeth 

From  sunbeams  on  high, 
As  Iris  just  gildeth. — 

And  fleets  from,-  -the  sky, 
So  shineth,  so  gloometh 

Each  gift  that  is  ours  ; 
The  lightning  illumeth — 

The  darkness  devours  I* 

"  And  ere  a  man  has  power  to  say  '  behold,' 
The  jaws  of  Darkness  do  devour  it  np, 
So  quick  bright  things  come  to  confusion." 

SllAKSPKAnE. 
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THE    SOT\^EIl. 


OTTRE  of  the  Spring  that  warms  them  into  birth, 
^  The  golden  germs  thou  trustest  to  the  Earth  ; 
Ileed'st  thou  as  well  to  sow  in  Time  the  seeds 
Of  Wisdom  for  Eternity — good  deeds  ? 


THE   FORTUXE-FATORED. 

TnK  Orst  five  verses  in  the  original  of  this  Poem  are  placed  as  a  mot- 
to on  Goethe's  statue  in  the  Libraiy  at  "VVeimar.  The  Poet  does  not 
here  mean  to  extol  what  is  vulgarly  meant  by  the  Gifts  of  Fortune; 
he  but  develops  a  favorite  Idea  of  his,  that  whatever  is  really  sublime 
and  beautiful  comes  freely  down  from  Ileavcn  ;  and  vindicates  the 
seeming  partiality  of  the  Gods,  by  implying  that  the  Beauty  and  the 
Genius  given,  without  labor,  to  some,  but  serve  to  the  delight  ot 
Ihofe  to  whom  they  are  denied.  There  is  a  very  eimilar  thought 
in  Dan  t,e. 

A  H  I  happy  He,  upon  whose  birth  each  God 
-^  Looks  down  in  love,  whose  earliest  sleep  the 

bright 
Idalia  cradles,  whose  young  lips  the  rod 
Of  eloquent  Hermes  kindles — to  whose  eyes, 
Scarce  wakened  jot,  Apollo  steals  in  light, 
While    on    imperial    brows    Jove    sets   the    seal   of 

might ! 
Godlike  the  lot  ordained  for  him  to  share, 
He  wins  the  garland  ere  he  runs  the  race ; 
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He  learns  life's  wisdom  ere  he  knows  life's  care, 
And,  without  labor  vanquished,  smiles  the  Grace. 
Great   is  the   man,  I   grant,  whose   strength   of 

mind. 
Self-shapes  its  objects  and  subdues  the  Fates — 
Virtue  subdues  the  Fates,  but  cannot  bind 
The  fickle  Happiness,  whose  smile  awaits. 
Those  who  scarce  seek  it ;  nor  can  courage  earn 
What   the    Grace  showers  not  from  her  own  free 

urn ! 
From  aught  unworthy,  the  determined  will 
Can  guard  the  watchful  spirit — there  it  ends ; — 
The  all  that's  glorious  from  the  heaven  descends; 
As  some  sweet  mistress  loves  us,  freely  still 
Come  the  spontaneous  gifts  of  IJoaven ! — Above 
Favor  rules  Jove,  as  it  below  rules  Love  ! 
The  Immortals  have  their  bias  I — Kindlv  they 
See  the  bright  locks  of  youth  enamored  play, 
And  where  the  glad  one  goes,  shed  gladness  round 

the  way. 
It  is  not  they  who  boast  the  best  to  see. 
Whose  eyes  the  holy  Apparitions  bless  ; 
The  stately  light  of  their  divinity 
Hath  oft  times  shone  the  brightest  on  the  blind  ;— 
And  their  choice  spirit  found  its  calm  recess 
In  the  pure  childhood  of  a  simple  mind. 
Unasked  they  come — delighted  to  delude 
Tlie  expectation  of  our  baffled  Pride  ; 
No  edict  calls  their  free  steps  to  our  side. 
Him  whom  He  loves,  the  Sire  of  men  and  gods. 
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Bears  on  his  eagle  to  his  bright  abodes ; 

At  his  free  choice  amidst  the  multitude, 

He  marks  the  brows  on  which  fall  partial  down 

Fame's  laurel  wreath — or  Power's  imperial  crown. 

Fortune  is  but  Jove's  favor,  freely  given  ; 

And  what  but  Fortune  crowns  ev'n  Jove  in  Heaven  ? 

Before  the  man  thus  graced,  divinely  go 
The  Pythian  conqueror  with  his  silver  bow, 
And  Eros  with  the  smile  that  gilds  the  skies; 
For  him  gray  Neptune  smooths  the  pliant  wave- 
Harmless  the  waters  for  the  ship  that  bore 
The  Caesar  and  his  fortunes  to  the  shore ! 
Charmed  at  his  feet  the  crouching  lion  lies, 
To  him  his  back  the  murmuring  dolphin  gave  ; 
His  soul  is  born  a  sovereign  o'er  the  strife — 
The  Lord  of  all  the  Beautiful  of  Life  ; 
Where'er  his  presence  in  its  calm  has  trod. 
It  charms-  -it  sways,  as  some  immortal  God. 

Scorn  nut  the  Fortune-favored,  that  to  him 
The  light-won  victory  by  the  gods  is  given, 
Or  that,  as  Paris,  from  the  strife  severe, 
Soft  Venus  draws  her  darling. — Whom  the  heaven 
So  prospers,  love  so  watches,  I  revere  ; 
And  not  the  man  upon  whose  eyes,  with  dim 
And  baleful  night,  sits  Fate.     Achaia  boasts 
No  less  Pelides  as  her  mightiest  Lord, 
That    Vulcan    wr3ught    for    him    the    shield   and 

sword — 
That  round  the  mortal  hovered  all  the  hosts 
Of  all  Olympus — that,  his  wrath  to  grace, 


s 
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The  best  and  bravest  of  the  Grecian  race, 
Untimely  slauglitercd,  with  resentful  ghosts 
Awed  the  pale  people  of  the  Stygian  coasts! 

Scorn  not  the  Darlings  of  the  Beautiful, 
If  without  labor  they  Life's  blossoms  cull ; 
If.  like  the  stately  lilies,  they  have  won 
A  crown  for  which  they  neither  toiled  nor  spun  :  — 
If  without  merit,  theirs  be  Beauty — still 
Thy  gense,  unenvying,  with  the  Beauty  fill- 
Alike  for  thee  no  merit  wins  the  right, 
To  share,  by  simply  seeing,  their  delight. 
Heaven  breathes  the  soul  into  the  Minstrel's  breast 
But  with  that  soul  he  animates  the  rest ; 
And  as  the  God  inspires  him,  he  shall  be. 
If  heard  devoutly,  as  a  God  to  thee  ; 
Listen  ; — and  blessed  in  his  bliss  thou  art ! 
Let  Themis  poise  the  balance  for  the  Mart, 
And  weigh  strict  recompense  to  labor  keen; 
But  rapture,  lighting  up  the  cheeks  of  men. 
Is  by  the  grace  of  Power  divine  bestowed; 
Bliss  is  a  miracle  that  needs  a  God  I' 
All  that  is  human  waxes  to  its  prime. 
Stage  upon  stage — the  gradual  shape  of  Time. 
The  Blissful  and  the  Beautiful  alone 
Rise,  laboring  7iot— degree  on  slow  degree — 
Their  growth  and  progress  to  our  eyes  unshown. 
They  spring,  perfected  for  Eternity  ! 
Like  Heaven's,  each  earthly  Venus  on  the  sight 
Comes,  a  dark  birth,  from  out  an  endless  sea ; 
Like  the  ^r^t  Pallas,  in  maturest  might. 
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Armed,   from   the   Tliandorcr's   brow,    leaps    forth 
each  Thought  of  Light. 

•  Paraphrased  from — 
"  A!)er  die  IVeude  ruft  nor  ein  Gott  anf  storbliche  "VTangen ; 
Wo  keiii  Wunder  £?osclnoht  ist  kein  Bcijluckler  zu  Bciin." 
Thc?e  lines  furnish  th.e  key  to — 

"ifur  ein  Wander  kann  dich  tragcn 

In  das  schGne  Wunderland." — (SciirLiER,  Sehnmcht.) 
And  the  same  lines,  with  what  follow,  explain  also  the  general  ia« 
Untion  of  the  poem  on  the  'Tavor  of  the  Moment." 


SEXTEXCES    OF    COXFUCIUS. 

TIME. 

THREEFOLD   the   stride  of  Time,  fram  first  t^ 
last! 
Loitering  slow,  the  Future  croepeth — 
Arrow-swift,  the  Phesent  sweeprth — 
And  motionless  forever  stands  the  Past. 


Impatience,  fret  howe'er  she  may, 
Cannot  speed  the  tardv  goer ; 

Fear  and  Doubt — that  crave  dclav — 
Ne'er  can  make  tlie  Fleet  Ono  slower; 

Nor  one  spell  Repentance  knows, 

To  stir  the  Stili  One  fi-om  repose. 

If  thou  would'st,  wise  and  happy,  see 
Life's  solemn  journey  close  for  thee, 
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The  Loiterer's  counsel  thou  wilt  heed, 
Though  readier  tools  must  shape  the  deed  j 
Nor  for  thv  frieud  the  Fleet  One  know, 
Nor  make  the  Motionless  thy  foe  ! 

SPACE. 

A  threefold  measure  dwells  in  Space — 
Restless  Length,  with  flying  race  ; 
Stretching  forward,  never  endeth. 
Ever  widening.  Breadth  extendeth  ; 
Ever  groundless.  Depth  descendeth. 

Types  in  these  thou  dost  possess  ; — 

Restless,  onward  thou  must  press, 
Never  halt  nor  languor  know, 
To  the  Perfect  wouldst  thou  go  ;^ 

Let  thy  reach  with  Breadth  extend 

Till  the  world  it  comprehend — 

L*ive  into  the  Depth  to  see 

Germ  and  root  of  all  that  be. 

Ever  onward  must  thy  soul  ; — 

'Tis  the  progress  gains  the  goal ; 

Ever  widen  more  its  bound  ; 

In  the  Full  the  clear  is  found, 

And  the  Truth — dwells  under  ground. 
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THE  ANTIQUE  TO  THE  NORTHERN  WANDERER. 

AND   o  er  the  river  hast  thou  past,   and  o'er  the 
mighty  sea, 
And  o'er  the  Alps,  the  dizzy  bridge  hath  borne  thy 

steps  to  mo ; 
To   look   all   near   upon   the   bloom   my   deathless 

beauty  knows, 
And,  face  to  face,   to  front  the  pomp  whose  fame 

through  ages  goes — 
Gaze  on,  and  touch  my  relics  now  '     At  last  thou 

standest  here, 
But  art  thou  nearer  now  to  me — or  I  to  thee  more 

near  ? 


GENIUS. 
(free  translation.) 

The  original,  and,  it  seems  to  us,  the  more  appropriate  title  of  thia 
Poem,  was  "•  Nature  and  the  SchooL" 

DO  I  believe,  thouask'st,  the  Master's  word. 
The    Schoolman's   shibboleth   that   binds    th« 
herd  ] 
To  the  Soul's  haven  is  there  but  one  chart  ? 
Its  peace  a  problem  to  be  learned  by  art  ? 
On  system  rest  the  Happy  and  the  Good  ? 
To  base  the  temph  must  the  props  be  wood  ? 
Must  I  distrust  the  gentle  law,  imprest, 
To  guide  and  warn,  by  Nature  on  the  breast, 
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Till,  squared  to  rule  the  instinct  of  the  soul, — 
Till  the  School's  siG;net  stamp  the  otern-il  scroll, 
Till  in  one  mold,  some  do<2;ma  hath  confined 
The  ebb  and  flow — the  light  waves — of  the  mind  ? 
Say  thou,  familiar  to  these  depths  of  gloom, 
Thou,  safe  ascended  from  the  dustr  tomb, 
Thou,  who  hast  trod  these  weird  Egyptian  cells — 
Say — if  Life's  comfort  with  yon  mummies  dwells  !    - 
Say-  -and  I  grope — with  saddened  steps  indeed — 
But  on,  through  darkness,  if  to  Truth  it  lead  ! 

Nay,  Friend,  thou  know' st  the  golden  time — the  age 
Whose  legends  live  in  many  a  poet's  page  ? 
When  heavenlier  shapes  with  Man  walked  side  by 

side, 
And  the  chaste  Feeling  was  itself  a  guide  ; 
Then  the  great  law,  alike  divine  amid 
Suns  bright  in  Heaven,  or  germs  in  darkness  hid, — 
That  silent  law — (call'd  whether  by  the  name 
Of  Nature  or  Necessity — the  same,) 
To  that  deep  sea,  the  heart,  its  movement  gave — 
Sway'd  the  full  tide,  and  freshened  the  free  wave. 
Then  sense  unerring — because  uureproved — 
True,  as  the  finger  on  the  dial,  moved, 
Ilalf-giude,  half-playmate,  of  Earth's  age  of  youth, 
The  sportive  instinct  of  Eternal  Truth. 

1  hen,  nor  Initiate  nor  Profane  was  known; 
Where  the  Heart  felt — there  Reason  found  a  throne  i 
Not  from  the  dust  below,  but  life  around, 


\ 
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Warm  Genius  shaped  what  quick  Emotion  found. 
One  rule,  like  light,  for  every  bosom  glowed, 
Yet  hid  from  all  the  fountain  Avhence  it  flowed. 


But  gone  that  blessed  Age  ! — our  willful  pride 
lias  lost,  with  Nature,  the  old  peaceful  Guide. 
Feeling,  no  more  to  raise  us  and  rejoice, 
Is  heard  and  honored  as  a  Godhead's  voice  ; 
And,  disenhallowed  in  its  eldest  cell 
The  Human  Heart, — lies  mute  the  Oracle ; 
Save  where,  withdrawn  into  itself  and  still, 
Listens  the  soul,  and  feels  the  murmur  thrill, 
Seeking  within  lost  Nature's  steps  to  track, 
Till,  found  once  more,  she  gives  him  wisdom  back 
Hast  thou — (0  Blest,  if  so,  whate'er  betide  I) — 
Still  kept  the  Guardian  Angel  by  thy  side? 
Can  thy  Heart's  guileless  childhood  yet  rejoice 
In  the  sweet  instinct  with  its  warning  voice  ? 
Does  Truth  yet  limn  upon  untroubled  eyes, 
Pure  and  serene,  her  world  of  Iris-dyes  ? 
Kings  clear  the  echo  that  her  accent  calls 
Back  from  the  breast  on  which  the  music  falls  ? 
In  the  calm  mind  is  doubt  yet  hush'd, — and  will 
That  doubt  to-morrow  as  to-day  be  still  ? 
AVill  all  these  fine  sensations  in  therr  play, 
No  censor  need  to  regulate  and  sway  V 
Fear'st  thou  not  in  the  insidious  Heart  to  find 
The  source  of  trouble  to  the  limpid  mind  ? 

Nu  I — then  thine  innocence  thy  Mentor  be' 
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Science  can   teach   thee   naught — she   learns  from 

thee  ! 
Each  law  that  lends  lame  succor  to  the  Weak — 
The  cripple's  crutch — the  vigorous  need  not  seek 
From  thine  own  self  thy  rule  of  action  draw  ; — 
That  which  thou   dost — what   charms  thee — is  thy 

Law, 
And  founds  to  every  race  a  code  sublime : 
What  pleases  Genius  gives  a  Law  to  Time  . 
The  Word — the  Deed — all  Ages  shall  command, 
Pure  if  thy  lip,  and  holy  if  thy  hand! 
Thou,  thou  alone  mark'st  not  within  thy  heart    ' 
The  inspiring  God  whose  Minister  thou  art, 
Know'st  not  the  magic  of  the  mighty  ring 
Which  bows  the  realm  of  Spirits  to  their  King; 
But  meek,  nor  conscious  of  diviner  birth, 
Glide    thy   still   footsteps    through   the    conquer'd 

Earth ! 

'  "Will  this  play  of  fine  sensations  (or  sensibilities)  require  no  censor 
to  control  it? — i.  e^  will  it  always  work  spontaneously  for  good,  and 
run  into  no  passionate  excess  ? 


ULYSSES. 

TO  gain  his  home  all  oceans  he  explor'd — 
Here    Scylla    frown'd,    and    there    Charybdia 
roar'd ; 
Horror  on  sea,  and  horror  on  the  land — 
In  hell's  dark  boat  he  sought  the  specter  land, 
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Till  borne — a  elumberer — to  his  native  spot, 

He  woke — and,  sorrowing,  knew  his  country  not ! 


VOTIVE   TABLETa 

TTisDEK  this  title  Schiller  arranged  that  more  dignified  and  pnilo- 
lophical  portion  of  the  small  Poems  published  as  Epigrams  in  the 
Musen  Almanack;  which  rather  sought  to  point  a  general  thought 
than  a  personal  satire.  Many  of  these,  however,  aje  either  wholly 
without  interest  for  the  English  reader,  or  express  in  almost  untrans- 
lateable  laconism  what,  in  far  more  poetical  shapes,  Schiller  has 
elsewhere  repeated  and  developecL  We,  therefore,  content  our- 
Belves  with  such  a  selection  as  appears  to  us  beat  suited  to  convey  a 
lair  notion  of  the  object  and  spirit  of  the  class. 

MOTTO  TO  TUB  VOTIVE  TABLETS. 

What  the  God  taught— what  has  befriended  all 
Life's  ways,  I  place  upon  the  Votive  Wall. 

THE   GOOD   AND   THE   BEAUTIFUL. 

(zw:eieelei  wikkungsaeten.) 

ACHIEVE  the  Good,  and  godlike  plants,  possessed 
Already  by  mankind,  thou  nourishest ; 
Create  the  Beautiful,  and  seeds  are  sown 
For  godlike  plants,  to  man  as  yet  unknown. 

VALUE   AND    WORTH. 

If  thou  hast  something,  bring  thy  goods — a  fair  re- 
turn be  thine ; 

l£  thou   art  something,  bring  thy  soul  and  iuter 
change  with  mine. 
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THE    DIVISION    OF    RANKS. 

Yes,  in  the  moral  world,  as  ours,  we  see 
Divided  grades — a  Soul's  Nobility  ; 
By  deeds  their  titles  common  men  create — 
The  loftier  order  are  by  birthright  great. ^ 

TO  the  mystics. 

Life  has  its  mystery ; — True,  it  is  that  one 
Surrounding  all,  and  yet  perceived  by  none.^ 

THE    KEY. 

To  know  thyself — in  others  self  discern  ; 
Wouldst  thou  know  others  ?    read  thvself — and 
learn ! 

WISDOM    AND    PRUDENCE. 

AYouLDST  thou  the    loftiest   height  of   Wisdom 

gain  ? 
On  to  the  rashness.  Prudence  would  disdain  ; 
The  pur1)lind  see  but  the  receding  shore, 
Not  that  to  which  the  bold  wave  wafts  thee  o'er ! 

THE     UNANIMITY. 

Truth  seek  we  both — Thou,  in  the  life  without 

thee  and  around ; 
1  in  the  heart  within — by  both  can  truth  alike  be 

found  ; 
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The  healthy  eye  can  through  the  world  the  great 

Creator  track — 
The    heal  thy  heart  is  but   the  glass  which   gives 

Creation  back. 

POLITICAL   MAXIM. 

(The  following  very  close  translation  is  commimicated  by  a  distin- 
guished friend). 

All  should  be  right  that  thou  doest;  that,  friend, 
is  a  sound  proposition  ; 

Let  it  content  thee,  nor  think  all  that  is  right 
thou  shouldst  do. 

True  zeal  counts  it  enough  to  bring  what  is  to  per- 
fection ; 

To  make  the  perfect  to  he,  labors  the  zeal  that  is 
false. 


TO   ASTRONOMERS. 

Of  your  Nebulce^  and  planets  tease    me    not   with 

your  amount ; 
What !  is  Nature  only  mighty  inasmuch  as  you  can 

count  1 
Inasmuch  as  vou  can   measure   her   immeasurable 

ways  ? 
As  she  renders  world  on  world,   sun    and  system 

to  your  gaze  ? 
Tb  ugh  through  space   your    object  be   the  Sub- 

limest  to  embrace, 
Never    the    Sublime    abideth — where    you    vainly 

search — in  space  !* 
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THE   BEST   GOVERNED    STATE. 

How  the  oest  state  to  know  ?— it  is  found  out 
Like  the  best  woman ; — that  least  talked  about 

MY   BELIEF- 

What  thy  religion  !  those  thou  namest— none? 
None,  why — because  I  have  religion  ! 

FRIEND   AND   FOE. 

Dear   is    my   friend — yet  from   my   foe,  as   from 

my  friend,  comes  good  ; 
My  friend  shows  what  I  can  do,  and  my  foe  shows 

what  I  should. 

LIGHT   AND   COLOR. 

Dnvell,  Light,  beside  the  changeless   God — God 

spoke  and  Light  began  ; 
Come,  thou,  the  ever-changing  one — come,  Color, 

down  to  Man  ! 

FORUM   OF   WOMEN 

Woman — to  judge  man  rightly — do  not  scan 
Each  separate  act ; — pass  judgment  on  the  Man 

GENIUS 

Intellect  can  repeat  what's  been  fulfiU'd, 
And,  aping  Nature,  as  she  buildeth — build  ; 
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O'er  Nature's  base  can  "haughty  Ecason  dare 
To  pile  its  lofty  castle — in  the  air. 
But  only  thine,  0  Genius,  is  the  charge. 
In  Nature's  kingdom  Nature  to  enlarge ! 


THE    IMITATOR. 

JrOOD  out  of  good — that  art  is  known  to  all — 
But  Genius  from  the  bad  the  good  can  call; 
Thou,  Mimic,  turn'st  the  same  old  substance  o'er. 
And  seek' St  to  fashion  what  was  formed  before  ; 
Ev'n  that  to  Genius  from  thy  hand  escapes, 
And  lends  but  matter  to  the  mind  that  shapes. 


CORRECTNESS. 

The  calm  correctness,  where  no  fault  we  see. 
Attests  Art's  loftiest  or  its  least  degree  ; 
That  ground  in  common  two  extremes  may  claim- 
Strength  most  consummate,  feebleness  most  tame. 


THE    MASTER. 

The  herd  of  scribes,  by  what  they  tell  us» 
Show  all  in  which  their  wits  excel  us; 
But  the  True  Master  we  behold, 
In  what  his  art  leaves — just  untold. 
18 
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EXPECTATION   AND    FULFILLMENT 

O'er  Ocean,  with  a  thousand  masts,  sails  forth  the 

stripling  bold — 
One  boat,  hard  rescued  from  the  deep,  dra-ws  into 

port  the  old! 

THE   EPIC   HEXAMETER. 
Ctkanslated  bt  coleeidgk.) 

Strongly  it  bears  us  along  in  swelling  and  limitless 

billows, 
Nothing   before   and    nothing   behind  but  the  skv 

and  the  ocean. 

THE   ELEGIAC   METER. 

(TEANSLATED    bt    COLERIDGE.) 

In  the  hexameter  rises  the  fountain's  silvery  column, 
In  the  pentameter  aye  falling  in  melody  back.' 


J  This  idea  is  often  repeated,  somewhat  more  clearly,  in  tb^ 
haughty  philosf-iihy  of  Schiller,  lie  himself  says  elsewhere,  "In  a 
fair  soul  each  single  action  is  not  properly  moral,  but  the  whole 
character  is  moral.  The  fair  soul  has  no  other  service  than  the  in- 
Etincts  of  its  own  beauty."  "Common  Natures,"  observes  Iloflfnuis- 
ter,  "can  only  act  as  it  were  by  rule  and  law:  the  Noble  arc  of 
themselves  morally  jrood,  and  humanly  beautiful." 

2  Query  ? — the  Law  of  Creation,  both  physical  and  moral. 

3  Ncbeltiecke — i.  e.,  the  nebulous  matter  which  puzzh-sastiono- 
mers. 

*  t.  e., — The  Sublime  Is  the  Moral  Law :  its  kingdom  is  where  time 

9Jid  spree  are  not 
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•  1  have  ventnred  to  boiTow  these  t-wo  translations  from  Coleridge's 
poems,  because  what  Coleridge  did  well,  no  living  man  could  hava 
Ihe  presumptuous  hope  to  improve. 


OTHER  EPIGRAMS,  ETC. 

(^IVE    me  that  which  thou  know'st — I'll  receive 
J  and  attend ; 

But  thou  giv'st  me  thyself — prithee,  spare  me   my 
friend ! 

THE   PROSELYTE   MAKER. 

"  A  LITTLE  Earth  from  out  the  earth — and  I 
The  Earth  will  move  ;"  so  spake  the  Sage  divine. 
Out  of  myself  one  little  moment — try 
Myself  to  take  : — succeed,  and  I  am  thine  ! 

THE   COXXECTIXG   MEDIUM. 

What  to  cement  the  lofty  and  the  mean 
Does  Nature  ? — what  ? — ^place  vanity  between ! 

THE   MORAL   POET. 

This  is  an  Epigram  on  Lavatcr's  work,  called  Pontius  Pilatttt 
Oder  der  MenscJi,  in  alien  Ge'stalten,  Sec. — IIoffmeistee. 

*'  How  poor  a  thing  is  man  !"  alas,  'tis  true 
I'd  half  forgot  it — when  I  chanced  on  you  I 
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SCIENCE 

To   some  she  is  the  Goddess  great,  to   some    the 

milch  cow  of  the  field; 
Their  care  is  but  to  calculate — what  butter  she  will 

yield. 

KANT   AND   HIS   COMMENTATOIIS. 

How  many  starvelings  one  rich  man  can  nourish  ! 
When  monarchs  build,  the  rubbish-carriers  flourish. 


TO 

THE  HEREDITARY   PRINCE   OF  SAXE  WEIMAR, 

ON   HIS  JOITEXET  TO  PAEIS,  WBITTEN   FEBEUAKT,   1802. 

(Sung  in  a  friendly  circle.) 

rpO  the  Wanderer  a  bowl  to  the  brim  J 
Jl     This  Vale  on  his  infancy  smiled ; 
Let  the  Vale  send  a  blessing  to  him, 
Whom  it  cradled  to  sleep  as  a  child ! 

He  goes  from  his  Forefathers'  halls — 

From  the  arms  that  embraced  him  at  birth— 

To  the  City  that  trophies  its  walls 

With  the  spoils  it  has  ravisb'd  from  carlh 

The  thunder  is  silent,  and  now 

The  War  and  the  Discord  are  ended  ; 
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And  Man  o'er  the  crater  may  bow, 

"Whence  the  stream  of  the  lava  descended 

0  fair  be  th*-  fate  to  secure 

Thj  way  through  the  perilous  track ; 

The  heart  Nature  gave  thee  is  pure, 
Bring  it  pure,  as  it  goes  from  us,  back. 

Those  lands  the  wild  hoofs  of  the  steeds, 
War  yoked  for  the  carnage,  have  torn; 

But  Peace,  laughing  over  the  meeds, 
Comes,  strewing  the  gold  of  the  corn. 

Thou  the  old  Father  Rhine  wilt  be  greeting 
By  whom  thy  great  Father  ^  shall  be 
Remembered  so  long  as  is  fleeting 
His  stream  to  the  beds  of  the  Sea; — 

There,  honor  the  Heroes  of  old, 

And  pour  to  our  Warden,  the  Rhine, 

Who  keeps  on  our  borders  his  hold, 
A  cup  from  his  own  merry  wine  ; 

That  thou  may'st,  as- a  guide  to  thy  youth, 

The  soul  of  the  Fatherland  find, 
When  thou  passest  the  bridge  wh'^re  the  Truth 

Of  the  German,  thou  leavest  behind. 

'  Duke   Bernard  of  Weimar,  one   of  the  great  Generals  of  XI* 
Thirty  Years'  War. 
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TO  A   YOUXG  FRIEND   DEYOTIXa  HIMSELF   TO 

PniLOSOPEY. 

SEVERE  the  proof  the  Grecian  youth  was  doomed 
to  undergo, 

Before  he  might  what  lurks  beneath  the  Eleusinia 
know — 

Art  thou  prepared  and  ripe,  the  shrine — that  inner 
shi-ine^ — to  win  ? 

\Yhere  Palhis  guards  from  vulgar  eyes  the  mystic 
prize  within  ? 

Know'st  thou  what   bars  thy  way  ?  how  dear  the 
bargain  thou  dost  make, 

When  but  to  buy  uncertain  good,  sure  good  thou 
dost  forsalce  ? 

Feel'st  thou  sufficient  strength  to  brave  the  dead- 
liest human  fray — 

When  Heart   from  Reason — Sense  from  Thought, 
shall  rend  themselves  away  ? 

Sufficient  valor,  war  with  Doubt,  the  Hydra-shape 
to  wage ; 

And   that   worst    foe   within    thyself    with   manly 
soul  engage  ? 

With  eyes  that  keep  their  heavenly  health — the  in- 
nocence of  youth 

To  guard  from  every  falsehood,  fair  beneath   tho 
mask  of  Truth  ? 

Fly.  if  thou  can'st  not  trust  thy  heart  to  guide  thee 
on  the  way — 


THE    PUPPET-SHOW    OF    LIFE. 


275 


Oh.  flj  the  charmiid  margin,  ere  the  abyss  engulf  ita 

prey. 
Round  maoy  a  step  that  seeks  the  light,  the  shade3 

of  midnight  close  ; 
But  in   the   glimmering   twilight,  see — how    safely 

Childhood  goes  ! 


THE  PUPPET-SHOW  OP  LIFE. 
(das  spiel  des  lebens.) 

A   PARAPHRASE. 

A  LITERAL  version  of  this  Poem,  -which  possibly  may  hare  hccn 
sngiresteil  by  some  charming' passages  in  Williehn  jfeider,  would  be 
incompatible  vith  the  spirit  which  constitutes  its  ihicf  meiit.  And 
perhaps,  therefore,  the  oridnal  may  be  more  faithfully  rendered 
(like  many  of  the  Odes  of  Horace)  by  paraphrase  than  trans1;itii)n. 
In  the  general  idea,  as  in  all  Schiller's  Poems  of  this  kind,  something 
more  is  implied  than  expressed.  He  has  treated,  elsewhere,  tlie 
Ideal  or  Shadowy  life  in  earnest.  He  here  repre.sents  the  Acluai  as 
a  game;  the  chief  images  it  brings  to  view  are  those  of  strif>;  and 
contest;  to  see  it  rightly  you  must  not  approach  too  near;  and  re- 
gard the  Actual  Stage  only  by  the  lights  of  Love.  True  to  his  chiv- 
alry to  the  sex.  even  in  sport,  as  in  earnest,  Schiller  i)hices  the  pr;z<j 
of  life  in  the  hand  of  Woman. 

HO — ho — my  pupj^ct-.show  ! 
Ladies  and  gentlemen,  see  my  show  • 
Life  and  the  world — look  here,  in  troth, 
Though  but  in  jmrvo,  I  pi'omise  ye  both  ! 
The  world  and  life — thpy  shall  both  appear  ; 
But  both  ate  best  seen  when  you're  not  too  near; 
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A.nd  every  lamp  from  the  stage  to  the  porch, 
Must  be  lighted  by  Venus,  from  Cupid's  torch; 
Never  a  moment,  if  rules  can  tempt  ye, 
Never  a  moment  my  scene  is  empty ! 
Here  is  the  babe  in  his  leading-strings — 

Here  is  the  boy  at  play ; 
Here  is  the  passionate  youth  with  wings, 

Like  a  bird's  on  a  stormy  day, 
To  and  fro,  waving  here  and  there, 
Down  to  the  earth  and  aloft  through  the  air ; 
Now  see  the  man,  as  for  combat  enter — 
Where  is  the  peril  he  fears  to  adventure  ? 

See  how  the  puppets  speed  on  to  the  race, 
Each  his  own  fortune  pursues  in  the  chase ; 
Flow  many  the  rivals,  how  narrow  the  space  ! 
But,  hurry  and  scurry,  0  mettlesome  game ! 
The  cars  roll  in  thunder,  the  wheels  rush  in  flame. 
How  the  brave  dart  onward,  and  pant  and  glow  ! 
How  the  craven  behind  them  come  creeping  slow— 
Ha  !  ha  !  see  how  Pride  gets  a  terrible  fall ! 
See  how  Prudence,  or  Cunning,  out-races  them  all 
See  how  at  the  goal,  with  her  smiling  eyes, 
Ever  waits  Woman  to  give  the  prize  ! 
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THE    MIXSTRELS   OF  OLD. 

WHERE  now  the  minstrel  of  the  large  renown, 
Rapturing  with  living  words  the  heark'ning 
throng  ; 
(.'harming  the  Man  to  Heaven,  and  earthward  down 
Charming  the  God, — who   wing'd  the    soul  with 
song  ? 
Yet  lives  the  minstrel,  not  the  deeds ; — the  lyre 
Of  old  demands  ears  that  of  old  believed  it — 
Bards  of  bless'd  time — how  flew  your  living  fire 

From  lip  to  lip !  how  race  from  race  received  it  ! 
As  if  a  God,  men  hallow'd  with  devotion — 

What  Genius,  speaking,  shaping,  wrought  below, 
The  glow  of  song  inflamed  the  ear's  emotion, 
The  ear's  emotion  gave  the  song  the  glow  ; 
Each  nurturing  each — back  on  his  soul — its  tone 

Whole  nations  echoed  with  a  rapture-peal ; 
Then  all  around  the  heavenly  splendor  shone 

Which  now  the  heart,  and  scarce  the  heart  can  feel. 


THE  COMMENCEMENT   OF  THE   NEW  CENTURY. 

IITHERE  can  Peace  find  a  refuge  ? — whither,  say, 
'  *      Can   Freedom  turn  ? — lo,  friend,   before  oui 

view 
The  Century  rends  itself  in  storm  away, 

And,  red  with  slaughter,  dawns  on  earth  the  New 
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The  girdle  of  the  lands  is  loosen'd  ;* — hurl'd 

To  dust  the  forms  old  Custom  deem'd  dlviuo,  - 
Safe  from  War's  fury  not  the  watery  world ; — 

Safe  not  the  Nile-God  nor  the  antique  Rhine. 
Two  mighty  nations  make  the  world  their  field. 

Deeming  the  world  is  for  their  heir-loom  given  , 
Against  the  freedom  of  all  lands  they  wield 

This — Neptune's  trident ;  that — the  Thund'rer's 
leven. 
Gold  to  their  scales  each  region  must  afford  , 

And,  as  fierce  Brennus  in  Gaul's  early  tale, 
The  Frank  casts  in  the  iron  of  his  sword. 

To  poise  the  balance,  where  the  right  may  fail — 
Like  some  huge  Polypus,  with  arms  that  roam 

Outstretch'd  for   prey — the  Briton    spreads    his 
reign ; 
And,  as  if  Ocean  were  his  household  home, 

Locks  up  the  chambers  of  the  liberal  main. 
On  to  the  Pole  where  shines,  unseen,  the  Star, 

Onward  his  restless  course  unbounded  flies; 
Tracks  every  isle  and  every  coast  afar. 

And  undiscover'd  leaves  but — Paradise  ! 
Alas,  in  vain  on  earth's  Avide  chart,  I  ween, 

Thou  seek'st  that  holy  realm,  beneath  the  sky, 
Where  Freedom  dwL'Us  in  gardens  ever  green — 

And  blooms  the  Youth  of  fair  Humanity! 
O'er  shores  where  sail  ne'er  rustled  to  the  wind. 

O'er  the  vast  universe,  may  rove  thy  ken  *, 
But  in  the  universe  thou  canst  not  find 

A  space  sufficing  for  ten  happy  men  ' 
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In  the  heart's  holy  stillness  only  beams 

The  shrine  of  refuge  from  life's  stormy  throng; 

Freedom  is  only  in  tlie  land  of  Dreams ; 
And  only  blooms  the  Beautiful  in  Song  ! 

*That  is— the  settled  political  system— the  balance  of  power. 


Wh  hove  now  conclnded  the  Poems  composed  In  the  Tnird  or 
maturest  Period  of  Schiller's  life.  .  .  .  From  this  portion  only 
have  been  omitted,  in  the  Translation,  (besides  some  of  the  moral 
or  epigrammatic  sentences  to  which  we  have  before  alluded.)  a  very 
few  pieces,  which,  whatever  their  merit  in  the  original,  would  be 
wholly  without  interest  for  the  general  English  reader. — viz.,  tho 
satirical  lines  on  Shakspeare's  Translators — "The  Philnsopher," 
"The  Rivers,"  "The  Jeremhid,"  "  The  Kemonstrance,"  aiUhvsscd  to 
Goethe  on  producing  Voltaire's  "  Mahomet"  on  the  Stage,  in  which 
the  same  ideas  have  been  already  expressed  by  Schiller  in  pofjiis  of 
more  liberal  and  general  application  ;  and  three  or  four  occasiou.il 
pieces  in  albums,  &c. 

The  "  Farewell  to  the  Header,"  which  property  belongs  to  this 
division  of  the  Poems,  has  been  transferred,  as  the  fitting  conclusion, 
to  the  IsAt  place  in  the  entire  translation. 
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Thk  Poems  included  in  the  Second  Period  of  Schiller's  literary 
career  are  few,  but  remarkable  for  their  beauty,  and  deeply  interest- 
ing from  tlie  stnig<j;Uug  and  anxious  state  of  mind  which  some  of 
them  depict.  It  was.  both  to  his  taste  and  to  his  thought,  a  period  o( 
visible  transition.  lie  had  survived  the  wild  and  irregular  power 
which  Htamps,  with  fierce  and  somewhat  sensual  characters,  the  pro- 
ductions of  his  youth  ;  but  he  had  not  attained  that  serene  repose  of 
strength — that  calm,  bespeaking  depth  and  fullness,  which  is  found  in 
the  best  writings  of  his  maturer  years.  In  point  of  style,  the  Poems 
in  this  division  have  more  facility  and  sweetness  than  those  of  his 
youth ;  and  perhaps  more  evident  vigor,  more  popular  verve  and 
gus'.o  than  many  composed  in  his  riper  manhood;  in  point  of 
thought,  they  mark  that  era  through  which  few  men  of  inquisitive 
and  adventurous  genius — of  sanguine  and  impassioned  temperament, 
and  of  education  chiefly  sell-formed,  undisciplined,  and  imperfect — 
have  failed  to  pass— the  era  of  doubt  and  gloom,  of  self-conflict,  and 
of  self-torture.  In  The  Jtobbers,  and  much  of  the  poetry  written 
in  the  same  period  of  Schiller's  life,  there  is  a  bold  and  wild  imagi- 
nation, which  attacks  rather  than  questions — innovates  rather  than 
examines— seizes  upon  subjects  of  vast  social  import,  that  float  on 
the  surface  of  opinion,  and  assails  them  with  a  blind  and  half-savage 
rudeness,  according  as  they  offend  the  enthusiasm  of  unreasoning 
youth.  But  now  this  eager  and  ardent  mind  had  paused  to  contem- 
plate ;  its  studies  were  turned  to  philosophy  and  history — a  more 
practical  knowledg«  of  life  (though  in  this  last,  Schiller,  like  most 
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German  aathora,  was  ever  more  or  less  deficient  in  variety  and 
range)  had  begun  to  soften  the  stern  and  fu-ry  s]-irit  which  h:id 
hiLherto  sjvorted  with  the  dangerous  elements  of  soninl  revolution. 
And  while  this  change  was  working,  belure  its  feverish  agitation 
subsided  into  that  spiritual  philosophy  which  is  the  antipodes  of 
skepticism,  it  was  natural  that,  to  ihe  energy  which  had  asserted, 
denounced,  and  dogmatiz.^'i,  should  succeed  the  reaction  of  despon- 
dency and  distrust  Vehement  indignation  at  ''the  solemn  })lau6i- 
bilities'"'  of  the  world  pervades  The  Robbers.  In  Don  Carlos,  the 
passion  is  no  longer  vehement  indignation,  but  mournful  sorrow — 
not  indignation  that  hypocrisy  reigns,  but  sorrow  that  honesty  can- 
not triumph — not  indignation  that  formal  Vice  usuri)S  the  high 
places  of  the  world,  but  sorrow  that,  in  the  world,  warm  and  gener- 
ous Virtue  glows,  and  feels,  and  sutFers — without  reward.  So,  in  the 
poems  of  this  period,  are  twu  that  made  a  considerable  sensation  on 
their  first  appearance — The  Conflict,  (published  originall}'  under  the 
title  of  The  Freethinking  of  Passion,)  and  liesignation.  They 
present  a  melancholy  view  of  the  moral  struggles  in  the  heart  of  a 
noble  and  virtuous  man.  From  the  first  of  these  poems,  Schiller, 
happily  and  wisely,  at  a  later  jieriod  of  bis  life,  struck  out  the  passages 
most  calculated  to  offend.  What  hand  would  dare  to  restore  them  ? 
The  few  stanzas  that  remain  still  suggest  the  outline  of  dark  and 
painful  thoughts,  which  is  filled  up  in  the  more  elaborate,  and,  in 
many  respects,  exquisite,  poem  of  Resignation.  Virtue  exacting  all 
sacrifices,  and  giving  no  reward — Belief  which  denies  enjoyment, 
and  has  no  bliss  save  its  own  faith;  such  is  the  somber  lesson  of  the 
melancholy  poet — the  more  impressive  because  so  far  it  is  truth — 
deep  and  everlasting  truth — but  only,  to  a  Christian,  a  part  of  truth. 
Kcsignation.  s<>  sad  if  not  looking  beyond  the  earth,  becomes  joy, 
■when  assured  and  confident  of  heaven.  Another  poem  in  this  inter- 
mediate collection  was  no  less  subjected  to  severe  animadversion — 
viz..  The  Gods  of  Greece.  As  the  Poem,  however,  now  stands, 
though  one  or  two  expressions  are  not  free  from  objection,  it  can 
only  be  regarded  as  a  Poet's  lament  for  the  Mythology  which  was  the 
Fount  of  poetry,  and  certainly  not  as  a  Peasoner  s  defense  of  Pagan- 
ism in  disparagement  of  Christianity.'  Put  the  fact  is.  that  Schiller'a 
mind  was  so  essentially  religious,  that  we  feel  more  angry,  when  oe 
whom  we  would  gladly  hail  as  our  light  and  guide,  only  darkens  ua 
or  misleads,  than  wc  should  with  the  absolute  infidelity  of  a  leas 
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^ftivc  ap-i  '—  •  f>i^:tt.  Tet  a  period — a  transition  state- — ot 
dwt.bt  and  aespo^'^  '  y  1/ pi  f*iaps  common  to  men  in  proportion  to 
their  natural  u.Bpos'lJJl^  Lo  faith  and  veneration.  With  them,  ii 
comes  I'roin  keen  svL(ij>.fc/' with  undeserved  sufferings — from  gpef 
Bt  wickedness  iriuj.^Jiait — from  too  intoiiso  a  brooding  over  the 
n.ysteries  involved  ir  t}/j  government  of  the  Morld.  Skepticism  of 
this  nature  can  but  litti.*  injure  the  frivolous,  and  will  be  charitably 
rcg;irdedby  the  wise.  Schiller's  raind  soon  outgrew  the  state  whicli, 
to  the  mind  of  a  poet,  above  all  men,  is  most  ungenial,  but  the  sad- 
ness which  the  stru^'gle  bequeathed  seems  to  have  wrought  a  com 
plete  revolution  in  all  his  preeoncvived  opinions.  The  wild  creator 
of  T'lc  Iiobbers,<\r\iak.  with  liberty,  ami  audacious  against  all  re- 
straint, becomes  the  champion  of  '•  Holy  Order," — the  denouncer 
of  tiie  French  Republic — the  panegyrist  of  an  Ideal  Life,  which 
should  entirely  separate  Genius  the  Restless  from  Society  the  Set- 
tled. And  as  his  impetuous  and  stormy  vigor  matured  into  the 
lucent  and  tranquil  art  of  iJer  Sp'tziefgnng.  Wallenstetn.  and  Die 
Brautvoii  Jlessina,  so  his  philosophy  threw  itself  into  calm  respect 
for  all  that  custom  sanctioned  and  convention  hallowed. 

But  even  during  the  painful  transition,  of  which,  in  his  minor 
poems,  glimpses  alone  are  visible.  Skepticism,  with  Schiller,  never 
insults  the  devoted,  nor  mocks  the  earnest  mind.  It  may  have 
Badness — but  never  scorn.  It  is  the  question  of  a  traveler  who 
has  lost  his  way  in  the  great  wilderness,  but  who  mourns  with  his 
fellow-seekers,  and  has  no  bitter  laughter  for  their  wamlerings  from 
the  goal.  This  division  begins,  indeed,  with  a  Hymn  which  atones 
for  whatever  pains  us  in  the  two  poems  whose  strain  :md  spirit  so 
gloomily  contrast  it — viz.,  the  matchless  and  immortal  Ili/mn  to  Joy. 
And  it  is  peculiarly  noticeable,  that,  whatever  Schillei's  state  of 
mind  apon  theological  subjects  at  the  time  that  this  hymn  was  com- 
posed, and  though  all  doctrinal  stamp  and  mark  be  carefully  absent 
from  it,  it  is  yet  a  poem  that  never  could  have  been  written  but  in  a 
Christian  age.  in  a  Christian  land — but  by  a  man  whose  whole  soul 
and  heart  had  been  at  one  time  (nay,  lais  at  tlie  eery  moment  of 
composition)  inspired  and  suffused  with  that  firm  belief  in  God"s 
goodness  and  His  justice — that  full  assurance  of  rewards  beyond  the 
grave—  that  exulting  and  seraphic  cheerfulness  which  associates  Joy 
with  the  Creator — and  that  animated  affection  for  the  Brotherhood 
of  JIanlcind,  which  Christianity — and  Christianity  alone,  in  its  pure 
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orthodox  gospel  form,  needing 
— taught  and  teaches. 


no  aid  from  schoolman  or  philosopher 


'  Schiller  himself,  in  some  of  his  characteristic  remarks  upon  the 
imeaim  of  Art,  (viz.,  the  Beautiful.)  says,  referrinj^  to  this  potm— 
**The  gods  of  Greece,  whom  I  place  in  the  fore^'round,  are  only  the 
lovable  qualilJ3Sof  the  Greek  Mythology  collected  together  in  one 

picture." —  Schiller's  Correfipondence  iciih  KOkner. N.  B.    In 

citetions  from  this  correspondence  I  generally  employ  the  translation 
by  Mr.  Simpson. 


t 
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HYMN  TO  JOY. 

Thb  origrin  of  the  following  Hymn  is  said  to  be  this;— Schiller, 
when  at  Leipsic,  or  its  vicinity,  saved  a  poor  student  of  theology,  im- 
pelled by  destitution  and  the  fear  of  starvation,  from  drowning? 
himself  in  the  river  Pleisse.  Schiller  gave  him  what  money  he  had  ; 
obtained  his  promise  to  relinquish  the  thought  of  suicide,  at  least 
while  the  money  lasted ;  and  a  few  days  afterward,  amidst  the 
convivialities  of  a  marriage  feast,  related  the  circumstance  so  us  to 
affect  all  present.  A  subscription  was  made  which  enabled  thf> 
student  to  complete  his  studies,  and  ultimately  to  enter  into  an  offi- 
cial situation.  Elated  with  the  success  of  his  humanity,  it  is  to 
Ilnraanity  that  Schiller  consecrated  this  ode. — N.  B.  There  is  a 
slight  variation  in  the  meter  in  the  translation  from  that  in  the  ori- 
ginal. 

SPARK  from  the  fire  that  Gods  have  fed — 
Joy — thou  Elysiaii  Child  divine, 
Fire-drunk,  our  airy  footsteps  tread, 

0  Holy  One  !  thy  holy  shrine. 
Strong  custom  rends  us  from  each  other — 

Thy  magic  all  together  brings ; 
And  man  in  man  but  hails  a  brother, 
Wherever  rest  thy  gentle  wings. 

Chorus — Embrace,  ye  millions — ^let  this  kiss, 

Brothers,  embrace  the  earth  below  ' 
Yon  starry  worlds  that  shine  on  this. 
One  common  Father  know ! 

He  who  this  lot  from  fate  can  grasp— 
Of  one  true  friend  the  friend  to  be — 
19 
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He  who  one  faitliful  maid  can  clasp, 

Sliall  hold  with  us  his  jiihilee  ; 
Yes,  each  who  hut  one  sinful  lieart 

In  all  the  earth  can  claim  his  own  !— 
Let  him  who  cannot,  stand  apart, 

And  weep  beyond  the  pale,  alone  ! 

CJiorus — Homage  to  sacred  Sympathy, 

All  ve  within  Creation's  ringr : 
Up  to  yon  star-pavilions — she 
Leads  to  the  Unknown  Kin^ ! 

All  being  drinks  the  mother-dew 

Of  joy  from  Nature's  holy  bosom  ; 
And  Vice  and  Worth  alike  pursue 

Her  steps  that  strew  the  blossom. 
On  us'  the  grape — on  us  the  kiss — 

On  us  is  faithful  love  bestowed ; 
And  on  the  worm  the  sensual  bliss ; 

And  on  the  Cherub,  room  by  God  ! 

Chorus — And  wherefore  prostrate  fall,  ye  million.a  ? 
No,  starward  lift  adoring  eyes  ; 
For  throned  above  the  star-pavilions 
Dwells  He  who  built  the  skies. 

Joy  is  the  mainspring  in  the  whole 

Of  endless  Nature's  calm  rotation  , 
Joy  moves  the  dazzling  wheels  that  roll 

In  the  great  Time-piece  of  Creation  ; 
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Joj  broatlies  on  buds,  and  flowers  tlicy  aro  ; 

Joy  beckons — suns  come  forth  from  heaven  \ 
Joy  rolls  the  spheres  in  realms  afar, 

Ne'er  to  thy  glass,  dim  Wisdom,  given  ! 

Chorus — Joyous  as  Suns  careering  gay 

Along  their  royal  paths  on  high, 
March,    Brothers,    march    your   dauntlest 
way. 
As  Chiefs  to  Victory  I 

Joy,  from  Truth's  pure  and  lambent  fires, 

Smiles  out  upon  the  ardent  seeker; 
Joy  leads  to  Virtue  Man's  desires. 

And  cheers  as  Suffering's  step  grows  w<>aker. 
High  from  the  sunny  slopes  of  Faith, 

The  gales  her  waving  banners  buoy ; 
And  through  the  shattered  vaults  of  Death, 

Lo,  mid  the  choral  Angels — Joy! 

Cliorus — Tiien,  bravely  bear  this  life,  ye  million 
Bear  this  for  that  beyond  the  sod, 
Assured  that  o'er  the  star-pavilions 
Reward  awaits  with  God. 

And  fair  it  is  like  gods    >  be. 

Although  their  gifts  we  ne'er  requite : 

tjlo,  soothe  the  pangs  of  Misery — 

Go,  share  the  gladness  with  Delight.— 

Uevenge  and  hatred  both  forgot, 

Have  naught  but  pardon  for  thy  fo«; 
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May  sh  arp  repentance  grieve  him  not — 
No  curse  one  tear  of  ours  bestow ! 

C.'.orus — Let  all  the  world  be  peace  and  love 

Cancel  thy  debt-book  with  thy  brother, 
For  God  shall  judge  of  us  above, 
As  we  shall  judge  each  other ' 

Joy  sparkles  to  us  from  the  bowl — 

Behold  the  juice  whose  golden  color 
To  meekness  melts  the  savage  soul, 

And  gives  Despair  a  Hero's  valor. 
Up,  Brothers! — Brothers  all,  arise, 

And  fill  the  goblet  to  the  brim — 
Now  while  the  Avine  foams  to  the  skies, 

To  THE  Good  Spirit  this  glass — To  Him  ! 

Chorus — Praised  by  the  ever-whirling  ring 

Of  Stars,  and  tuneful  Seraphim — 
To  THE  Good  Spirit — the  Father- King 
In  Heaven  ! — this  glass  to  llim! 

Firm  mind  to  bear  Avhat  Fate  bestows; 

Comfort  to  tears  in  sinless  eyes; 
Faith  kept  alike  Avith  Friends  and  Foes ; 

Man's  Oath  eternal  as  the  skies  ; 
Manliood — the  thrones  of  Kings  to  girth. 

At  Avliatsoever  cost  the  prize , 
Success  to  Merit's  honest  worth  , 

Perdition  to  the  Brood  of  Lies ! 
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Chorus — Draw  closer  in  the  holy  ring, 

Swear  by  the  wine-cup's  golden  river — 
Swear  by  the  Stars,  and  by  their  King, 
To  keep  our  vow  forever  ! 

>  Tc  ««,  emphatically.    Schiller  means  to  discriminate  the  measure 
of  bliss  assigned  to  «s  (Mankind),  to  the  worm  and  to  the  cherub. 


THE   INYIXCIBLE   ARMADA. 

SHE    comes,    she     comes — the     Burden    of    the 
Deeps  ! 
Beneath  her  wails  the  Universal  Sea  ! 
With  clanking  chains  and  a  new  God,  she  sweeps. 

And  with  a  thousand  thunders,  unto  thee  ! 
The  ocean-castles  and  the  floating  hosts — 

Ne'er  on   their  like,  looked  the   wild  waters  I — 

Well 
May  man  the  monster  name  "  Invincible.'* 
O'er  shuddering  waves  she  gathers  to  thy  coasts! 
The  horror  that  she  spreads  can  claim 
Just  title  to  her  haughty  name. 
The  trembling  Neptune  quails 
Under  the  silent  and  majestic  forms; 

The  Doom  of  Worlds  in  those  dark  sails ; — 
Near  and  more  near  she  sweeps  !     And  slumber  ai  I 
the  Storms  ! 

Before  thee,  the  array, 
Blest  island,  Empress  of  the  Sea! 
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Tlie  sea-born  squadrons  threaten  thee 

And  thy  great  heart,  Britannia  ! 
Woe  to  thy  people,  of  their  freedom  proud — 
She  rests,  a  thunder  heavy  in  its  cloud ! 
Who.  to  thy  hand,  the  orb  and  scepter  gave. 

Thou  that  should'st  be  the  sovereign  of  the  na- 
tions  ? 
Co  tyrant  kings  thou  wert  thyself  the  slave, 

Till    Freedom    dag   from    Law  its  deep  founda- 
tions ; 
The  mighty  Ciiart  thy  citizens  made  kings, 

And  kings  to  citizens  sublimely  bowed  I 
Vnd  thou  thyself,  upon  thy  realm  of  water, 
flast  thou  not  rendered  millions  up  to  slaughter, 

When  thy  ships  brought  upon  tlr,  ir  sailing  wings 
The  scepter — and  the  shroi^d  1 
What  should'st  thou  thank  ? — Blush,  Earth,  to  hear 

and  feel : 
What  should'st  thou  thank  ? — Thy  genius  and  thy 

steel ! 
Sehold  the  hidden  and  the  Griant  fires  ! 

Behold  thy  glory  trembling  to  its  fall ! 
Thy  coming  down  the  round  earth  shall  appall, 
\nd  all  the  hearts  of  freemen  beat  for  thee, 
And  all  free  souls  their  fate  in  thine  foresee — 

Theirs  is  thy  glory's  fall  ' 

One  look  below  the  Almighty  gave, 

Where  streamed  the  lion-flags  of  thy  proud  foe  ; 

And  near  and  wider  yawned  the  horrent  grave. 
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'*Aud  who,"  saith    He,  "shall  lay  mine  Eiiglaud 

low — 
Tho  stem  tliat  blooms  with  hero  cleods — 
The  rock  when  man  from  wrong  a  refuge  needs — 
The  stronghold  where  the  tyrant  comes  in  vain  / 
Who  shall  bid  England  vanish  from  the  main  ? 
Ne'ei  be  this  only  Eden  Freedom  knew, 
Man's    stout    defense   from    Power,    to    Fate    con- 
signed." 

God  the  Almighty  blew. 

And  the  Armada  went  to  every  wind  ! 


THE    CONFLICT. 

NO  I  I  this  conflict  longer  will  not  wage, 
The  conflict  Duty  claims — the  giant  task; — 
Thy  spells,  0  Virtue,  never  can  assuage 

The  heart's  wild  fire  ; — this  offering  do  not  ask  I 

True,  1  have  sworn — a  solemn  vow  have  sworn. 
That  I  myself  will  curb  the  self  within ; 

Y(?t  take  thy  wreath,  no  more  it  sliall  be  worn — 
Take  back  thy  wreath,  and  leave  me  free  to  sin. 

Itent  be  the  contract  I  to  thee  did  plight ; 

She  loves  me — loves  ! — thy  forfeit  crown  recall ' 
Blessed  is  he  who,  drunken  with  delight, 

Falls  like  myself,  how  deep  soe'er  the  fall ! 
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Hor  heart  the  worm  that  wastes  my  own  divines,— 
My  blighted  spring  Avith  pitying  eyes  she  sees  i 

And.  for  tiie  all  my  hero  soul  resigns ; 
A  hero's  guerdon  tenderly  decrees. 

Distrust  this  angel  purity,  ftiir  soul! 

It  is  to  guilt  thy  pity  armeth  me  ; 
Could  Being  lavish  its  unmeasured  whole. 

Hath  it  a  gift  that  can  compare  with  Thee  !~— 


\yith  the  dear  guilt  I  ever  seek  to  shun  ? 

0  tyranny  of  fate,  0  wild  desires ! 
My  virtue's  only  crown  can  but  be  won 

In  that  last  breath — when  virtue's  self  expires* 


RESIGNATION. 

AXD  I,  too,  was  amidst  Arcadia  born. 
And  Nature  seemed  to  woo  me  ; 
And  to  my  cradle  such  sweet  joys  were  sworn : 
And  I,  too,  was  amidst  Arcadia  born, 

Yet  the  short  spring  gave  only  tears  unto  me  \ 
Life  but  one  blooming  holiday  can  keep — 

For  me  the  bloom  is  fled  ; 
The  silent  Genius  of  tho  darker  Sleep 
Turns   down   my   torch — and   weep,  my  brctnren, 
weep — 
Weep,  for  the  light  is  dead .' 


\ 


RESIGXATIO^•.  293 

Upon  thy  bridge  the  shadows  round  me  press, 

0  dread  Eternity ! 
And  I  have  known  no  moment  that  can  bless; — 
Take  back  this  letter  meant  for  Happiness — 

The  seal's  unbroken — see  ! 
Before  thee,  Judge,  whose  eyes  the  dark-spun  vail 

Conceals,  my  murmur  came ; 
On  this  our  orb  a  glad  belief  prevails, 
That  thine  the  earthly  scepter  and  the  scales, 

Requiter  is  thy  name. 

Terrors,  they  say,  thou  dost  for  Vice  prepare. 

And  joys  the  good  shall  know  ; 
Thou  canst  the  heart  throunrh  all  its  windinsrs  bare. 
Thou  canst  the  riddle  of  our  fate  declare, 

And  keep  account  with  Woe. 
With  thee  a  home  smiles  for  the  exiled  one — 

There  ends  the  thorny  strife. 
Unto  my  sight  a  godlike  vision  won, 
Called  Truth  (few  know  her,  and  the  many  shun). 

And  checked  the  reins  of  life. 
"  1  will  repay  thee  in  the  world  to  be — 

Give  thou  to  me  thy  youth  ; 
Naught  save  this  surety  can  I  grant  to  thee!" 
*"  heard,  and,  trusting  in  the  world  to  be, 

Gave  my  young  joys  to  Truth. 

•'  Give  me  thy  Laura,  dearest  to  thy  heart. 

And  I,  beyond  the  grave. 
Will  tenfold  pay  thee  every  pang  to  part." 
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I  tore  her  bleeding  from  the  wounded  heart, 

And  wept  aloud — and  gave. 
Launjliod  out  the  world — "  The  bond  thou  trustest  tc 

Is  drawn  upon  the  Dead. 
The  tool  of  despots  palmed  upon  thy  view 
A  shade,  and  called  it  Truth — this  bond  is  duo 

The  day  thy  days  are  sped." 
"Tremblest   thou,"    hissed    the    serpent   brood   in 
scorn, 

"•  Before  the  vain  deceit  ? 
Made  holy  by  convention,  stale  and  worn, 
Gods  of  Man's  need  and  of  Man's  cunninar  born — 

The  sick  world's  solemn  cheat  ? 
"What  is  this  Future  underneath  the  stone 

Which  earth-born  never  saw  ? 
W^hy  is  it  reverenced,  but  because  unknown  ? 
A  shadow  on  the  glass  of  Conscience  thrown 

By  our  own  craven  awe. — 
Life's  counterfeit,  by  Hope  the  fair  deceiver, 

Einbalmed,  with  death  to  lie  I 
Time's  bloodless  mummy,  niched  in  tombs  forevei , 
Which  the  craz'd  fancy  of  delirious  fever 

Calls  '  Immortality  /' 
Giv'st  thou  sure  joy  for  hope  that  disappears 

Into  corrupted  mold  ? 
Daath  has  been  silent  for  six  thousand  years  ; 
Nor  from  the  grave  one  corpse  to  living  ears 

Of  the  Kequiter  told." 
I  saw  Time  flying  to  thy  promised  shore  ; 

Behind  him   bloomless  now, 


r 


maamaa 


RESIGNATION.  295 

Nature  lay  corpse-like  ; — silent,  as  of  yore, 
Was  Death — and  still  my  trustful  soul  the  more 

Clung  to  thy  solemn  vow. — 
Judge  ! — all  my  joys  to  thee  did  I  resign, 

All  that  did  most  delight  me ; 
And  now  I  kneel ; — man's  scorn    I  scorn(  d ,  — thy 

shrine 
Have  I  adored  : — Thee  only  held  divine ; — 

Kequiter,  now  requite  me  ' 
"  For  all  my  sons  an  equal  love  I  know, 

And  equal  each  condition," 
Answered  an  unseen  Genius — "  See  below, 
Two  flowers,  for  all  who  rightly  seek  them,  blow — 

The  Hope  and  the  Fruition. 
He  who  has  plucked  the  one,  resigned  must  see 

The  sister's  forfeit  bloom  : 
Let  Unbelief  enjoy — Belief  must  be 
All  to  the  chooser  ; — the  world's  history 

Is  the  world's  judgment  doom. 
Thou  hast  had  Hope — in  thy  belief  thy  prize — 

Thy  bliss  was  centered  in  it : 
Thou   might'st  have  learned,  hadst  thou  but  asked 

the  wise. 
That  all  Eternity  ne'er  resupplies, 

The  sum  struck  from  the  minute  '*' 
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THE  GODS  OF  GREECE. 

I. 

YE  in  the  age  gone  by, 
Who  ruled  the  world — a  world  how  lovely 
then  !— 
And  guided  still  the  steps  of  happy  men 

In  th3  light  leading-strings  of  careless  joy  ! 
Ah,  flourished  then  your  service  of  delight! 

IIow  different,  oh,  how  different,  in  the  day 
When    thy  sweet  fanes  with  many  a  wreath  were 
bright, 
O  Venus  Amathusia! 

II. 

Then,  the  soft  vail  of  dreams 
Round  Truth  poetic,  witching  Fancies  wreathed; 
Throucrh  all  creation  overflowed  the  streams 

Of   Life — and   things    now    senseless,    felt    and 
breathed. 
Man  gifted  Nature  with  divinity 

To  lift  and  link  her  to  the  breast  of  Love  ; 
All  things  betrayed  to  the  initiate  eye 
The  track  of  gods  above  I 

III. 

Where  lifeless,  fixed  afar, 
A  flaming  ball  to  our  dull  sonse  is  given. 
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Phoebus  Apollo,  in  his  golden  car, 

In  silent  glory  swept  the  fields  of  heaven ! 

Then  lived  the  Dryads  in  yon  forest  trees  ; 
Then  o'er  yon  mountains  did  the  Oread  roam ; 

And  from  the  urns  of  gentle  Naiades 
Welled  the  wave's  silver  foam. 

IV. 

Yon  bay,  chaste  Daphne  wreathed ; 

Yon  stone  was  mournful  Xiobe's  mute  cell ; 
Low  through  yon  sedges  pastoral  Syrinx  breathed 

And  through  those  groves  melodious  Philomel; 
The  tears  of  Ceres  swelled  in  yonder  rill — 

Tears  shed  for  Prosperine,  to  Hades  borne ; 
And,  for  her  lost  Adonis,  yonder  hill 

Heard  Cytherea  mourn  ! — 

V. 

Celestials  left  their  skies 

To  mingle  with  thy  race,  Deucalion  ; 
And  Pyrrha's  daughters  saw,  in  shepherd  guise* 

Amid  Thessalian  vales,  Latona's  son. 
Beautiful  links  with  Gods  and  Heroes  then, 

The  Loves  uniting,  interwove  for  us  ; 
Heroes  and  Gods  were  worshipers  with  Men 

In  Cyprian  Amathus ! 


VI. 


Your  gentle  service  gay, 
Nor  self-denial,  nor  sharp  penance  knew  ; 
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Well  miglit  each  heart  be  happy  in  that  day — • 
For,  were  the  happy  not  akin  to  you? 

The  Beautiful  alone  the  Holy  there  ! 

No  pleasure  shamed  the  Gods  of  that  young  race; 

So  that  the  chaste  Camrcnic  favoring  were. 
And  the  subduing  Grace  ! 

VII. 

Your  shrines  were  palaces; 

Your  honoring  Ministrants  were  heroes  crowned ; 
Your  rites  were  sports — the  Isthmian  jubilees — 

And  chariots  thundering  o'er  Olympian  ground. 
Fair  round  the  altar  where  the  incense  breathed, 

Moved  your  melodious  dance  inspired  ;  and  fair 
Above  victorious  brows,  the  garland  wreathed 

Sweet  leaves  round  odorous  hair  ! 

vni. 
The  shouting  Thyrsus-swinger, 
And  the  wild  car  the  exulting  Panthers  bore, 
Announced  the  Presence  of  the  Rapture-Bringer— 

Bounded  the  Satyr  and  blithe  Faun  before ; 
And  Mtenads,  as  the  frenzy  stung  the  soul, 
Hymned,  in   their   madding   dance,  the  glorious 
wine — 
As  ever  beckoned  to  the  lusty  bowl 
The  ruddy  Host  divine  ! 


IX. 


Before  the  bed  of  death 
No  ghastly  specter  stood ; — but  from  the  porch 
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Of  life   the  lip — one  kiss  inhaled  the  breath, 
And  a  mute  Genius  gently  lowered  his  torch. 

The  judgment-balance  of  the  realms  below, 
A  judge,  himself  of  mortal  lineage,  held; 

The  very  Furies,  at  the  Thracian's  woe, 
Were  moved  and  music-spelled. 

X. 

In  the  Elysian  grove 

The  Shades  renewed  the  pleasures  life  held  dear ; 
The  f{\ithful  spouse  rejoined  remembered  love, 

And  rushed  along  the  meads  the  charioteer  ; 
There  Linus  poured  the  old  accustomed  strain ; 

Admetus  there  Alcestis  still  coula  greet ; 
His  friend  once  more  Orestes  could  regain, 

His  arrows — Philoctete  !^ 

XI. 

More  glorious  than  the  meeds 
To  Labor  choosing  A^irtue's  path  sublime, 
Thf  grand  achievers  of  renowned  deeds 

Up  to  the  seats  of  Gods  themselves  could  climb. 
Before  the  dauntless  Rescuer^  of  the  dead. 

Bowed  down  the  silent  and  Immortal  Host ; 
And  the  twin  Stars^  their  guiding  luster  shod. 
On  the  bark  tempest-tost ! 


XII. 


Art  thou,  fair  world,  no  more  ? 
Retu^-n,  thou  virgin-bloom,  on  Nature's  fac« 
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All,  onlv  on  the  Minstrel's  magic  shore, 
Can  we  the  footstep  of  sweet  Fable  trace  ! 

The  meadows  mourn  for  the  ui<l  hallowing  life  ; 
Vainly  we  search  the  earth  of  gods  bereft ; 

And  where  the  image  with  such  warmth  wa3  rife, 
A  shade  alone  is  left ' 

XIII. 

Cold,  from  the  North,  has  gone 

Over  the  flowers  the  blast  that  killed  their  May  ; 
And,  to  enrich  the  worship  of  the  One, 

A  Universe  of  Gods  must  pass  away 
Mourning,  I  search  on  yonder  starry  steeps, 

But  thee  no  more,  Selene,  there  I  see  ! 
And  through  the  woods  I  call,  and  o'er  the  deeps. 

No  voice  replies  to  me ! 

XTV. 

Deaf  to  the  joys  she  gives — 

Blind  to  the  pomp  of  which  she  is  possest- 
Unconscious  of  the  spiritual  Power  that  lives 

Around,  and  rules  her — by  our  bliss  unblest — 
Dull  to  the  Art  that  colors  or  creates, 

Like  the  dead  time-piece,  godless  Nature  crv  epa 
Iler  plodding  round,  and,  by  the  leaden  weightL. 

The  slavish  motion  keeps. 

XV. 

To-morrow  to  receive 
Now  life,  she  digs  her  proper  grave  to-day ; 


s 
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And  icy  moons  with  weary  sameness  weave 
From  their  own  light  their  fiilhiess  and  decay. 

Home  to  the  Poet's  Land  the  Gods  are  flown, 
Liffht  use  in  them  that  later  world  discerns, 

Which,  the  diviner  leading-strings  outgrowu. 
On  its  own  axle  turns. 

XVI. 

Ilome  !  and  with  them  are  gone 
The    hues   they   gazed   on   and  the   tones  thej 
heard ; 
Life's  Beauty  and  life's  Melody  : — alone 

Broods  o'er  the  desolate  void  the  lifeless  Word  ; 
i'et,  rescued  from  Time's  deluge,  still  they  throng 

Unseen  the  Pindus  they  were  wont  to  cherish ; 
Ah,  that  whicli  gains  immortal  life  in  Song, 
To  mortal  life  must  perish  ! 

'  Philoktet. — I  venture,  from  the  same  necessity  of  enphony  and 
meter,  to  take  the  same  liberty  with  the  Greek  name  Philoctetes, 
which  Schiller  has  not  scrupled  to  assume  as  a  just  jfOetic  license. 

*  Hercules,  who  rtvovered  from  the  Shades  Alceslis,  after  she  had 
pvcu  her  own  life  to  save  her  husband  Adnietus.  Alcestis  in  the 
liaiKb  of  Euripides  (that  woman-hater,  as  he  is  called  I>  becomes  tha 
loveliest  female  creation  in  tbe  Greek  Drama, 

*  i.  e. — Castor  and  Pollux  are  transferred  to  the  Stars,  Hercules  tfl 
Olympus,  for  iheir  deeds  ou  earth. 

20 
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THE   ARTISTS. 

Tins  justly  ranks  amongst  Schiller's  noblest  iioeins.  lie  confessed 
•'that  he  had  hitherto  written  nothiuf;  that  su  ranch  please'^,  him  — 
nothing  to  which  he  had  given  so  much  time."  It  forms  one  of  the 
many  pieces  he  has  devoted  to  the  Progi-oss  of  Man.  "  The  Eleusi- 
nian  Festival"  records  the  social  benefits  of  Agriculture;  "The  Four 
Ages"  panegyrizes  the  influence  of  Poetry  in  all  times;  "  The  Walk'' 
traces,  m  a  quick  succession  of  glowing  pictures,  the  develoimieiit 
of  general  civilization ;  "  The  Lay  of  the  Bell"  commemorates  the 
stages  of  Life;  and  "The  Artists,"  by  some  years  the  earliest  of  the 
Series,  is  an  elaborate  exposition  of  the  effect  of  Art  {i.  e.,  the  Fine 
Arts)  upon  the  happiness  and  dignity  of  the  Human  Species — a  lofty 
Hymn  in  honor  of  Intellectual  Beauty.  Herein  are  collected,  into  a 
symmetrical  and  somewhat  argumentative  whole,  many  favorite 
ideas  of  Schiller,  which  the  reader  will  recognize  as  scattered  through- 
out his  other  effusions.  About  the  time  when  this  Poem  was  com- 
posed, the  narrow  notions  of  a  certain  School  of  miscalled  L'tilitarians 
were  more  prevalent  than  they  deserved;  and  this  fine  com{)osition 
Ifi  perhaps  the  most  eloquent  answer  ever  given  to  those  thinkers, 
who  have  denied  the  Morality  of  Fiction,  and  considered  Poets  rather 
the  Perverters  than  the  Teachers  of  the  World.  Perhaps,  in  his  just 
Defense  of  Art,  Schiller  has  somewhat  underrated  the  dignity  of 
Science;  but  so  many  small  Philosophers  have  assailed  the  divine 
use  of  Poetry,  that  it  may  be  pardoned  to  the  Poet  to  vindicate  his 
Art  in  somewhat  too  arrogant  a  tone  of  retaliation.'  And  it  may  be 
fairly  contended  that  Fiction  (the  several  forms  of  which  are  com- 
prehended under  the  name  of  Art)  has  exercised  an  earlier,  a  more 
comprehensive,  and  a  more  genial  influence  over  the  Civilization  and 
the  Happiness  of  Man,  than  nine-tenths  of  that  investigatio  n  of  Facts 
vliich  is  the  pursuit  of  Science. 

In  the  former  Edition  of  these  Translations,  I  thought  it  desirable 
not  to  adopt  the  various  irregularities  in  meter  to  be  found  in  the 
original.  In  this  Edition,  however,  much  of  the  Translation  is  en- 
tirel}'  rewritten  ;  and  I  have  generally  followed  Sf'hiller  iii  his  alter- 
nation of  the  Lyrical  and  Didactic.  Thi.s  version  is  ruo.-e  verbally 
close  than  the  former  one,  although  the  occisional  obscurity,  and 
compression  of  the  original  have  rei.dered  it  necessary,  as  before 
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sometimes  to  develop  and  paraphrase  the  sense — to  translate  the  ide« 
as  well  as  the  words.  For  the  yet  clearer  exposition  of  the  train  of 
thought  which  Schiller  pursues,  the  Poem  has  been  divided  into  sec- 
tion-}, and  the  Argument  of  the  whole  prefixed.  If  any  passages  in 
the  version  should  still  appear  obscure  to  those  readers  -who  find  the 
mind  of  Schiller  worth  attentive  study,  even  when  deprived  of  the 
melodious  language  which  clothed  its  thoughts,  by  referring  to  th« 
Argument  the  sense  will  perhaps  become  sufficiently  obvious. 

•  It  will  be  seen,  by  a  note  to  the  text,  that  it  was  Wieland  who 
suggested  to  Schiller  the  lines  on  which  this  preference,  before  im- 
plied, is  more  emphatically  asserted. 


ARGUMENT. 

Sect.  1.  Man  regarded  in  his  present  palmy  state  of  civilization — 
free  through  Reason,  strong  through  Law — the  Lord  of  Nature.  (2.) 
But  let  him  not  forget  his  gratitude  to  Art,  which  found  him  the 
Savage,  and  by  which  liis  powers  have  been  developc'd — his  soul  ro- 
fined.  Let  him  not  degenerate  from  serving  Art,  the  Queen — to  a 
preference  for  her  handmaids,  the  Sciences.  The  Cce  and  the  Worm 
excel  him  In  diligence  and  mechanical  craft — the  Seraph  iri  knowledge 
— but  Art  is  Man's  alone.  (3.)  It  is  through  the  Heautiful  that  Man 
gains  the  Intuition  of  Law  and  Knowledge,  and  the  spiritual  "World. 
(4)  The  supposed  discoveries  of  Philosojihy  were  long  before  re- 
vealed as  symbols  to  Feeling.  Virtue  charir.ed  and  Vice  revolted 
before  the  Laws  of  Solon,  and  Man,  gazing  on  the  Stars,  guessed  at 
Eternity  before  the  Sage  ventured  the  attempt  to  prove  it  (5.) 
That  Goddess  which  in  Heaven  is  Urania — the  great  Doity  whom 
only  pure  Spirits  can  behold — descends  to  earth  as  the  earthly  Venus 
— ^viz.,  the  B'^autiful.  She  adapts  herself  to  the  childlike  understand- 
Irg.  But  what  we  now  only  adore  as  Beauty,  we  shall  one  day  re- 
cognize as  Truth.  (6.)  After  the  Fall  of  Man,  this  Goddess— viz.,  th'- 
Beautiful — (comprehending  Poetry  and  Art)  alone  deigned  to  con- 
sole him,  and  painted  on  the  walls  of  his  Dunf  eon  the  Shapes  of  Ely- 
sium    (7.)  While  Men  only  worshiped   the  Beautiful,  no  Fanati 
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cisrn  hallo-vved  Persecution  and  ITiimnn  Sacrifice — ivithont  fomaal 
Law,  wilhoutcompuls.ion.thoy  obeyed  Virtue  ratlier  as nn  instinct  thu^ 
a  duty.  (S.)  Those  dedicated  to  her  service  (viz..  tin  I'oet  and  tho 
Artist)  hold  the  highest  intellectual  rank  Man  can  olilidn.  (!).)  Be- 
fore Art  introduced  its  own  symmetry  and  method  into  the  world, 
all  was  chaos.  (10.)  You,  the  Artists,  contemidated  Nature,  and 
learned  to  imitate ;  you  observed  the  light  shaft  of  tlic  cedar,  the 
shadow  on  the  wave.  (11.)  Thus  rose  the  first  Column  of  the  Sculp- 
tor— the  first  Design  of  the  Painter — .and  the  wind  sighing  through 
the  reed  suggested  the  first  Music.  (12.)  Art's  fir>t  attempt  was  in 
the  first  choice  of  flowers  for  a  posy;  its  second,  the  weaving  of  those 
flowi-rs  into  a  garland — i.  e..  Art  first  observes  and  selects — next 
blonds  and  unites — the  column  is  ranged  with  other  columns — the 
individual  Hero  becomes  one  of  a  hemic  army — the  rude  Song  becomes 
an  Iliad.  (13.)  The  efiect  produced  by  Homeric  Song,  in  noble  emn- 
laliun — nor  in  this  alone:  Man  learns  to  live  in  other  woes  than  his 
own — to  feel  pleasures  beyond  animal  enjoyments.  (14.)  And  as  thia 
diviner  intellectual  fooling  is  developed,  are  developed  also  Thought 
and  Civilization.  (15.)  In  the  rudest  state  of  Man.  you.  the  Artists, 
recognize  in  his  breast  the  spiritual  germ,  and  warm  it  into  life — truo 
and  lioly  Love  awuke  with  the  first  Shepheni's  love-song.  (16.)  It 
Is  you.  the  Arlists,  who,  generalizing  and  abstracting,  gather  all  seve- 
ral e.xcellencies  into  one  ideal. — You  thus  familiarize  Man  to  tho  no- 
tion of  the  Unknown  Powers,  whom  you  invest  wi'h  the  attributes 
Man  admires  and  adores. — lie  fears  the  Unknown,  but  he  loves  its 
shadow.  You  suffered  the  Natuj-e  around  him  to  suggest  the  Proto- 
type of  all  Beauty.  (IT.)  You  make  subject  to  your  ends — the  pas- 
sion, the  duty,  and  the  instinct — All  that  is  scattered  through  crea- 
tion you  gather  and  concentrate,  and  resolve  to  tlie  Song  or  to  the 
Stage — Even  the  murderer  who  has  escaped  justice,  conscience- 
stricken  by  the  Eumenides  on  the  scene,  reveals  himself — Long  be- 
fore Philosophy  hazarded  its  dogmas,  an  Iliad  solved  the  riddles  of 
fate — Ana  with  the  wain  of  Thesi»is  wandered  a  Providence.  (IS.) 
Where  your  S3-mmetry.  your  design,  fail  in  this  world,  the}'  '^xtend 
into  the  world  beyond  the  grave — Li.'e  compared  to  an  arch,  the  seg- 
ment <>{  a  circle — in  order  to  comiilete  the  ciide.  your  eye  followed 
!t  through  the  grave,  where  the  torch  of  Castor  is  extinguished,  that 
jf  his  twin  brother,  Pollux,  is  illumed — the  former  compared  to  that 
^lortion  of  the  moon  which  is  in  darkness,  the  latter  to  that  portion 
which  is  lighc — (The  allusion  to  the  new  moon  continues  the  image 
of  \he  circle,  which  is  complete,  though  one-half  is  invisible.)     (19.) 
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"V  >t  contenteil  with  bestowing  immortality  on  Man — you  furnisb 
forUi  from  Man  the  ideal  of  the  Immortals-— Virgin  Beauty  growa 
into  a  Pallas — manly  strcjc^'th  into  a  J<.>v«»  '90.)  As  tho  worl  i  with- 
out you  is  thus  enlarged,  and  the  world  within  you  agitated  and  en- 
riched, your  Art  extends  to  Philosophy : — For  as  the  essentials  of 
Art  are  symmetry  and  design,  so  the  Artist  extends  that  sj  minetry 
and  that  design  into  the  system  of  Creation,  the  Laws  of  ^Nature,  the 
Government  of  the  World  ; — Lends  to  the  spheres  its  own  harmony 
— to  the  Universe  its  own  symmetric  method.  (21.)  Tho  Artist,  thus 
recognizing  Contrivance  everywhere,  feels  his  life  surrounded  with 
Beauty — He  has  before  him  in  Nature  itself  an  eternal  model  of  the 
Perfect  and  Consummate — Through  joy — grief — terror — wherever 
goes  his  course — one  stream  of  harmony  murmurs  by  his  side — The 
Graces  are  his  companions — his  life  glides  aM-ay  amidst  airy  shapes 
of  Beauty — His  soul  is  merged  in  the  divine  ocean  thattlows  around 
him.  Fate  itself,  which  is  reduced  from  Chance  into  Providence, 
and  which  furnishes  him  with  themes  of  ])kasurable  awe,  does  not 
daunt  him.  (22.)  You,  Artists,  are  the  sweet  and  trusty  companions 
of  life — Yon  gave  us  what  life  has  best — Your  reward  is  j-our  own 
immortality  and  the  gratitude  of  Men's  hearts.  (23.)  You  are  the 
imitators  of  the  Divine  Artist,  who  accompanies  power  with  sweet- 
ness, terror  with  splendor;  who  adorns  himself  evc-n  in  destioying — 
Asa  brook  that  reflects  the  evening  landscape,  so  on  the  niggard 
stream  of  life  shimmers  Poetry.  You  lead  us  on  to  the  Unknown 
Bourne,  and  robe  even  Death  in  the  garments  of  a  bride. — As  your 
Urns  deck  our  Bones,  so  your  fair  semblances  deck  our  cares. — 
Through  the  history  of  the  world,  we  find  that  Humanity  smiles  in 
your  presence  and  mourns  in  your  absence.  (24.)  Humanity  came 
young  from  your  hands,  and  wh^-n  it  grew  old  and  decayed,  you  gave 
it  a  second  youth. — Time  has  bloomed  twice  from  seeds  sown  by 
Art  (25.)  When  the  Barbarians  chased  Civilization  from  Greece, 
you  transplanted  it  to  Italy — and,  with  Civilization,  freedom  and 
gentle  manners — Then  you  retired  to  leave  free  scopefor  the  modern 
genius  you  had  aroused.  (20.)  If  the  Philosopher  now  pursues  his 
course  without  obstacles — if  he  now  would  arrogate  the  crown,  and 
hold  Art  but  as  2he  first  Slave  to  Science — pardon  his  vain  boast. — 
Completion  and  Perfection  in  reality  rest  with  you. — With  yea 
dawned  the  Spring,  in  you  is  matured  the  Harvest,  of  the  Moral 
World.  (2T.)  For  although  Art  sprung  first  from  physical  mate- 
rials— the  clay  and  the  stone — it  soon  also  embraced  in  its  scjpe  the 
epiritual  an i  intellectual — Even  what  Science  discovers  only  mini»< 
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tors  to  Art. — Tlie  rhilosnphcr  obtains  his  first  hints  from  the  Po<t 
or  Artist-  "iiiii  uhoii  lii.s  wisdinn  Mowers,  as  it  were,  into  beauty,  it 
but  returns  to  the  service,  ami  is  apjiliud  to  the  uses,  of  its  instruc- 
iur — U'hen  tlie  Pliilusopher  contemplates  the  Natural  W(jrl(i,  side 
Oy  n\iU-  witli  the  Artist — llie  more  the  Latter  .lecuinuhites  images  ol 
"ieiuty.  and  tiiiites  tiie  details  of  the  great  deaijrn,  the  more  the  For- 
nier  enriches  tlie  sphere  of  his  observation — tlie  more  i)rofound  hia 
fcsearcii — tlie  more  bold  his  speeulations — The  Imagination  alwa^'a 
assists  tlie  Ueason — And  Art,  which  teaches  Philosophy  to  S'^e  Ar* 
[i  e.,  S_vmmetry  and  Design)  everywhere,  may  humble  the  Philos- 
>pher's  jiride,  but  it  augments  his  love. — Tims  scatteiing  flowers, 
Poetry  leads  on  through  tones  and  forms,  ever  high  and  higher,  pure 
md  jiiirer.  till  it  shall  at  last  attain  that  jioin*  wlien  Poetry  becomes 
out  sudden  inspiralion  and  the  instantaneous  Intuition  of  Truth; — 
when,  in  fact,  the  Art  sought  by  the  Poet,  the  Truth  sought  by  the 
Philosopher,  become  one.  ('2S.)  Then  this  great  Goddess,  whom  we 
tinve  hitherto  served  as  the  earthl}'  Venus,  the  Beautiful — ^^shall  re- 
assume  her  blazing  crown — and  Man,  to  whose  earlier  and  initiatory 
prol)ation  she  has  gently  familiarized  her  splendor,  shall  behold  her 
without  a  vail — not  as  the  Yenus  ofllarth,  but  as  the  Urpria  of 
Heaven — ller  beauty  eomjirehended  Ijv  him  in  profiortion  to  the  beau- 
ty his  Soul  took  from  her — So  from  the  Mentor  of  his  youth  shone  forth 
MiU'Tva  to  Teleniaehus.  (2!t.)  To  you,  O  Artists,  is  committed  the 
dignity  of  .NLin — It  sinks  with  yoi:.  it  revives  with  you.  (30.)  In 
ihose  .Vges  when  Truth  is  persecuted  by  the  Bigotry' of  her  own  time, 
let  her  Seek  i-efuge  in  Song. — The  charm  she  takes  from  the  Muse 
but  renders  her  more  fearful  to  her  Foes.  (S\.)  Aspire  then  cob- 
gtantly,  O  Artist,  to  the  Snprcmest  Beautiful — covet  no  meaner  re- 
wards.—II  the  Moral  escape  you,  search  for  it  in  Nature. — Bemember 
that  the  excellent  and  the  perfect  ever  must  be  found  in  whatsoever 
fair  souls  esteem  fair. — Do  not  bound  yourselves  to  your  own  time— • 
Let  your  works  reflect  the  shadow  of  the  coming  Age — It  matters  not 
what  paths  you  select  — Vou  have  before  you  the  whole  labyrinth  of 
being — but  all  its  paths  for  you  unite  at  one  thron? — As  the  white 
breaks  U  to  seven  tiirts.  as  the  seven  tints  redissolve  into  white— 
so  Truth  IS  the  same,  whether  she  dazzles  us  with  the  splendor  of 
varii  trated  colors,  or  pervades  the  Universe  with  one  Stream  of 
Light. 
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I. 

J]^AIII,  with  thy  symbol  bough  of  peaceful  palm, 
Fair  dorit  thou  stand,  in  Manhood's  lofty  calm, 
On  the  still  century's  verge,  0  Man,  sublime  ! 
Each  sense  unfolded,  all  the  soul  mature. 
Grand  in  the  rest  which  glorious  deeds  secure-- 
Gentle  and  firm — the  ripest-born  of  Time  ! 
August  through  meekness  ;  free   through   Reasoti ; 

strong 
Through  Law — and  rich  with  treasures  hoarded  ]ox\fi 
In  thy  still  bosom — Nature's  sovereign  Lord-  • 
Who,  while  she  yielded  loving  to  thy  will, 
In  thousand  conflicts  disciplin'd  thy  skill, 
As  from  the  desert  with  thyself  she  soar'd, 


n. 

Vain  of  thy  victory,  do  not  scorn, 
Nor  prize  the  less  the  fostering  hand 

That  found  thee  weeping  and  forlorn, 
An  orphan  on  Life's  barren  strand  ; 

That  seiz'd  from  lawless  Chance  its  prey, 
Led  thy  young  step  with  still  control, 

To  track  betimes  the  glimmering  way 
To  Art's  spiritual  goal ; 

And  from  thy  soft'ning  breast  exil'd 

Each  instinct  of  the  earlier  wild. 

Honor  the  Kind  One,  who,  through  gentle  play 

To  lofty  duties  lured  thy  list'ning  youth. 


I 
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Who  tbrongli  liglit  fables  clieered  thj  sportive  way 

To  the  grave  mysteries  of  subliinest  Truth  ! 

And  but  to  stranger  arms  consign' d,  once  more 

To  chisp  her  darling,  riper  for  her  lore  I 

0,  fall  not  back  from  that  high  faith  serene, 

To  serve  the  handmaids  and   forsake  the  Queen; — 

In  diligent  toil  thy  master  is  the  bee  ; 

In  craf';  mechanical  a  rival  own 

In  tho  poor  silk-worm  ;  Seraphs  share  with  thee 

Knowledge  :  But  Art,  0  Man,  is  thine  alone! 

III. 

Through  Beautj,  to  the  Land  where  Knowledge  lies, 
As  through  the  Gates  of  Morning,  went  thy  way  ; 
And  Twilight's  vailing  charm  inured  thine  ejes 
To  the  full  blaze  of  the  majestic  day. 
What  first  thy  heart  its  strength  did  teach. 

When  thrill'd  by  music's  earlier  strings, 
Invoked  tlie  Power  that  sprang  to  reach 

The  Soul  of  all  created  things  ! 

IV 

What,  after  many  a  weary  age  in  time. 
By  hoary  Reason  was  laborious  shoAvn, 
Lay  in  the  symbol  types  of  the  Sublime 
And  Beautiful :  intuitively  known 
To  the  pure  childhood  of  the  simple  mind. 
Virtue's  fair  shape  to  virtue  love  could  draw, 
From  vice  a  gentler  impulse  warned  away, 
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Eve  yet  a  Solon  sow'd  the  formal  law 

That  flowered  reluctant  to  the  tardv  rav. 

Before  the  sage  expre-ssed,  the  heart  divined; 

Ere  the  bold  grasp  of  Science  could  embrace 

The  eternal  scheme  that  knits  the  worlds  on  high, 

Who  ever  gazed  upon  the  starry  space, 

Nor  guess'd,  so  gazing,  at  Eternity  ? 

V. 

She,  the  great  Power  on  whose  majestic  blaze. 
When  ring'd  Oricais  diadem  her  brow. 
None  save  the  purest  spirits  dare  to  gaze, 
While  o'er  tlie  paling  stars  that  round  her  bow 
She  takes  her  seat  up.on  her  sunlit  throne, 
Ls  as  Urania  known. ^ 

But,  laid  aside  her  fiery  crown. 

She  comes  to  earth  as  Beauty  down ; 

The  Graces'  girdle  then  she  wears, 

And  suiting  lore  to  childlike  ears. 
She  takes  the  shape  of  childhood  while  belov ; 

Yet  both  the  holy  forms  are  one. 

And  what  as  Beauty  here  is  won 
We  shall  as  Truth  in  some  hereafter  know. 


VI. 

When  the  Creator  from  his  presence  cast 
Man  to  thy  dark  abyss — Mortality — 
To  «oek  the  late  return  to  glory  past. 
Amidst  the  dim  paths  of  the  sensual  clay 
When  every  heavenlier  Nature  from  his  eye 
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Vai]'d  its  bright  face,  and  swept  iu  scorn  away ; 
She  only — she,  iu  the  low  Human  cell, 
Herself  made  human,  deign'd  with  him  to  dwell — 
Stoop'd   round   her  darling,  wings   soft   brooding; 

fann'd 
With  freshening  airs  the  Sense's  barren  land  ; 
And,  kind  in  bright  delusions,  limn'd,  with  all 
The  lost  Elysium,  life's  sad  duugeou-wall. 

VII. 

Ah,  in  that  tender  Nurse's  cradling  arms — 
While  yet  reposed  the  mild  Humanity — 
No  dire  religion  lent  to  ^Murder  charms. 
No  victim's  blood  reek'd  guiltless  to  the  sky; 
Ever  the  heart  her  gentle  fetter  binds 
Scorns  the  cold  slavery  of  Prescription  dull ; 
Still  in  the  Moral,  howsoe'er  they  wind, 
Merge  the  bright  wanderings  of  tlie  Beautiful; 
Low  impulse  tempts  not,  nor  can  Fate  appall 
Those  who  her  service  chaste  and  pure  obey ; 
They  dwell  as  under  some  diviner  sway  ; 
In  their  own  lives  spiritual  life  recall ; 
Free  and  unsinuinir  as  before  the  Fall. 


*o 


VIII. 
Purest  amid  the  millions  earth  has  known. 
They  to  her  ministry  devoutly  bound  ; 
They  in  whose  bosoms  she  has  built  her  throne ; 
They  from  whose  lips  her  oracles  resound  ; 
They  whom  her  choice  selects  to  guard  her  shrine, 
And  feed  the  altars  that  forever  shine  : 
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Link'd  to  each  other  round  herself, — alone 

To  their  chaste  eyes  her  face  un vailed  is  shown 

Enjoy,  0  Nature's  noblest  lords, 

Tho  place  your  chartered  riglit  insures ; 

The  high  spiritual  world  affords 
No  rank  to  mortal-born  like  yours  ! 

IX. 

Ere  yet  unto  the  early  world  ye  brought 
Symmetry — now  through  the  glad  Whole  obej-frd, 
An  uncouth  mass  loom'd,  struggling  out  of  naugiit. 
With    sickly  glimmers   through   the    night's  swurt 

shade. 
Round  it  did  phantom  hosts  conflicting  throng, 
Binding  the  sense  in  iron  slavish  thrall ; 
Eude  as  itself,  confus'dly  storm' d  along 
A  thousand  Powers,  and  each  at  war  with  all ; — 
So  seem'd  Creation  to  Man's  savage  breast, 
When  to  the  bright  phenomena  around 
But  by  brute  passions  bound  ; 
When,  all-escaping  from  the  blinded  eye, 
And  all  unheeded,  unenjoyed,  unguest. 
The  lovely  Soul  of  Nature  pass'd  him  by. 

X. 

Lo,  as  it  pass'd  him,  with  a  noiseless  hand, 
And  tender  instinct,  each  fair  neighboring  shade 
Ye  seized :  and  souMit  in  one  harmonious  band 
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To  link  the  images  your  eyes  sarvey'd  ! 
Your  look,  light-soaring,  mark'd  the  cedar  rear 
Its  slender  shaft,  and  track'd  it  as  it  rose  ; 
Ye  saw  the  sportive  image  mirror'd  clear 
Back  from  the  crystal  the  smooth  wave  bestows. 
How  could  ye  fail  the  gentle  hints  to  note 
Which  kind  suggestive  Nature  did  impart  ? 
How  mark  the  imitative  image  float, 
\or  catch  the  glimpse  of  imitative  Art  ? 

Sever' d.  Nature,  from  thy  being, 

Thy  sweet  phantom-shadow  stray'd  ; 
And  on  streams  in  silver  fleeing. 

Was  the  willing  captive  made. 
Now,  Avith  quick-conceiving  thought, 

Now  with  eager  forming  hand. 
Home  the  sportive  shade  ye  brought — 

Fixed  it  in  the  clay  and  sand. 
I^leased  with  the  toil  which  life  itself  bestows, 
Thus  from  your  breasts  the  First  Creation  rose 


XI. 

Seized  by  the  power  of  thoughtful  contemplation. 
Snared  by  the  eye  that  stole  what  it  surveyed, 
The  talisman  that  charms  in  each  creation 
The  fair  familiar  imaj^es  betraved  : 
Your  quicken'd  sense  perceived  the  guiding  laws; 
Your  mellowing  reason  led  you  to  invent ; 
Ye  mark'd  how  beauty  close  to  beauty  draws, 
And  scattered  graces  into  union  blent : — 
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Thus  rise — tall  Obelisk,  and  vast  Pyramid — 
The  Hermes  stands — the  Column  soars  on  hish 
The  woodland  music  skills  the  oaten  reed. 
And  Song  forbids  victorious  deeds  to  die. 

XII 

The  hapj)ier  choice  of  flowers  most  sweet  or  fair, 
To  weave  the  posy  for  some  Shepherd  Maid, 
IjO,  the^rs^  Art,  from  Nature  born,  is  there  I — 
Then  do  the  flowers  combine  into  the  braid. 
And  wreaths  attest  that  second,  loftier  art, 
Which  blends  in  one  the  blooms  before  apart  I 

But,  when  thus  blent,  its  individual  grace 
Each  offspring  of  the  Beautiful  must  lose  ;" 
Proportion,  now  according  each  its  place. 
Confounds  the  separate  with  the  common  hues. 
Charm'd  into  scheme  by  the  symmetric  hand, 
Column  with  column  ranged,  proud  Fanes  aspire : 
The  Hero  melts  amidst  the  Hero  Band  ; 
And  the  oat-reed  becomes  tlic  Homeric  Lyre. 


XIII. 

Soon  round  this  new  Creation  in  great  Song 
Barbarian  wonder  gather' d  and  believed  ; 
•'See,"  cried  the  emulous  and  kindled  throng. 
'*  The  deeds  a  Mortal  like  ourselves  achieved  I" 
Grouped  into  social  circles  near  and  far, 
Lisfinir  the  wild  tales  of  the  Titan  war. 
Of  giants  piled  beneath  the  rocks, — and  caves 
Grim  with  the  lion  some  stout  hero  bra\es; 
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Still   while  tho  Minstrel  sung,  the  listeners  grew 
Themselves  the  Heroes  his  high  fancy  drew. 
Then  first  did  Man  the  soul's  enjoyment  find, 
First  know  the  calmer  raptures  of  the  mind 
Not  proved  bv  sense — but  from  the  distance  brought; 
The  joy  at  d<^'eds  himself  had  never  wrought, — 
Which  his  own  greed,  unlike  less  pure  desire, 
Does  not  to  his  own  being  lustful  draw,^ 
Incorporate  with  the  matter  which  it  fires, 
And  subject  to  the  same  material  law  ; 
But  as  it  comes  not  at  the  passion's  call, 
No  passions  rend,  and  no  enjoyments  pall. 

XIV. 

Then  did  the  wings,  on  heavenlier  air, 

The  Soul  from  sensual  slumbers  buoy ; 
Your  hands  unchained  the  Slave  of  Care, 

To  spring  into  the  breast  of  Joy  ; 
The  Brutal  bounds  no  more  his  reign  ; 

His  front,  his  human  birthright  shows; 
And  forth  from  out  the  startled  brain, 

Thought,  the  majestic  Stranger,  goes. 
Now  stands  The  Max,  and  towarrd  the  star 

His  aspect  rears — The  Kingly  One! 
He  looks  with  speaking  eyes  afar. 

And  thanks,  for  kindred  light,  the  Sun  : 
And  smiles  have  blossomed  from  his  cheek, 

Aiid  feeling  swims  in  moistened  eyes  ; 
And  soulful  sounds  disporting  seek 

To  vent  in  song  their  melodies  ; 
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And  Jest  and  Grace  their  charms  unite 
Ou  lips  from  which  there  flows  deliglit, 

XV. 

Sunk  in  tlie  instincts  of  tlie  worm, 

Enclasped  with  every  sensual  thrall. 
Ye  marked  beneath  his  breast  the  germ 

That  flowers  to  Love  Spiritual ; 
And  that  the  germ  at  last  arose 

From  out  the  base  defiling  clay, 
That  heavenlier  love  man  surely  owes 

To  the  first  simple  Shepherd's  lay. 
Ennobled,  then,  by  gentler  thought, 

Wild  passion  knew  restraining  shame; 
Tn  song  a  chaster  voice  it  sought, 

And  from  the  lips  in  music  came 
Then  did  the  cheek  the  tale  confess, 

And  blush  beneath  the  tears  that  stole ; 
And  Longing,  by  its  own  excess, 

Proclaimed  the  link  of  soul  to  soui. 


XVI. 

Where'er,  amid  your  human  race, 
Ye  marked,  in  some  more  noble  son, 

Suprpmest  wisdom,  strength,  or  grace. 

Ye  knit  those  powers  in  sweet  embrace. 
And  fixed  them  into  one. 

And  round  that  one,  which  typed  the  wholis 

Diffused  your  glorious  aureole. 
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The  Mortal  shrinks  from  Powers  unknown, 

But  h>ves  their  shadows  downward  thrown;' 

And  every  statelier  hero  glowed 

To  rival  some  reflected  God. 

By  you  was  thus  the  earliest  sound 

Of  the  Ideal  Beauty  given, 
As  in  the  Natural  World  ye  found, 

And  showed — the  Prototypes  of  Heavea  .' 

XVII. 
Tb    Passions  wild  that  throng  the  soul, 

And  Fortune's  law^less  sports  with  man. 
Duty  and  instinct's  hard  control 

Ye  marked  with  sympathetic  scan. 
And  gave  the  involved  and  jarring  whole, 

The  purpose  and  the  plan. 
What  Nature,  as  she  whirls  along, 

SevGrs  and  scatters  far  and  wide, 
Were,  on  the  Boards,  or  in  the  Song, 

Once  more  linked  light  to  Order's  side. 
Murder  yet  undetected  sees 
Your  vengeful  choir,  Eumenides  ! 
And  doth  from  Song,  while  safe  from  Law. 
On  its  own  head  the  thunder  draw.® 

Long  ere  the  wise  the  scheme  of  Fate  revolved* 
Its  dark  enigmas  had  an  Iliad  solved 

To  the  young  simple  age; 
And  its  mild  lessons  Providence  began,* 
When  wandering  still  into  the  world  of  Maiu 

With  the  rude  Thespian  stage. 
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Nav,  whcro  jjymmptric  Order  pausocl,  perplexed, 

111  this  Avorld's  scbeine  your  art  divined  the  ?iext 

Practiced  too  soon,  ere  yet  the  whole  ye  saw,' 

To  seek  completion  as  the  natural  law. 

What  though,  before  uncnmpreliended  doom, 

God's  grand  design  seemed  broken  at  the  tomb — 

Though  the  brave  heart  was  prematurely  stilled, 

And  life's  fair  circle  halted  unfulfilled, 

Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  your  own  unaided  might 

Prolonged  the  Arch  to  close  its  round  in  Xight ; 

Led  the  untrembliug  Spirit  on  to  go 

Toward  its  full  course,  though  under  deeps  belou- ; 

And  bade  the  life  that  left  your  eyes,  return 

Again  to  love,  in  shores  beyond  the  urn  ; 

There,  where,  his  torch  extinct,  doth  Castor  sink. 

His  blooming  brother  gilds  the  gloomier  brink 

Of  the  half-circle,  with  his  starry  light ; 

And  the  dark  image  still  confronts  tlie  bright ; 

So  to  one  half  the  moon  doth  sliadow  cling. 

Ere  the  disk  rounps  into  the  silver  ring.'* 


XIX. 

High,  and  more  high,  the  aspiring  Genius  goes, 
And  still  creation  from  creation  flows; 
AVhat  in  the  natural  world  but  charms  the  eyes, 
In  Art's — to  forms  which  awe  the  soul  must  rise  . 
The  Maiden's  majesty,  at  Art's  commands, 
In?!p^'res  the  marble,  and  Athene  stands  ' 
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The  strength  that  nerves  the  wrestler  on  the  <od 
Swells  the  vast  beautj  which  invests  a  God; 
And  Jove's  grand  image — wonder  of  its  time — 
Throned  in  Olympia,  bows  the  front  sublime  !^ 

XX. 

Transformed  by  toil  is  now  external  life, 

By  new-born  instincts  roused  the  human  heart. 

Strengthened  and  strained  by  each  successive  strife, 

Enlarge  your  circle  of  creative  Art ! 

Still  in  each  step  that  Man  ascends  to  light, 

He  bears  the  Art  that  first  inspired  the  flight; 

And  still  the  :eeming  Nature  to  his  gaze. 

The  wealth  he  gives  her  with  new  worlds  repays. 

Thus  the  light  Victories  exercistt  the  mind, 

By  guess  to  reach  what  knowledge  fails  to  find; 

Practiced — throughout  the  Univt-rse  to  trace 

An  Artist-T.'hole  of  beauty  and  of  grace. 

He  sets  the  Columns  Nature's  boundary  knows. 

Tracks  her  dark  course,  speeds  with  her  where  she 

goes; 
Weighs  with  the  scales  his  hands  have  learned  to 

hold; 
Metes  with  the  measure  that  she  lent  of  old ; 
Till  all  her  beauty  renders  to  his  gaze 
The  charm  that  robes  it  and  the  law  that  sways. 
In  self-delighted  Joy  the  Artist  hears 
His  own  rich  harmony  enchant  the  spheres. 
And  in  the  Universal  Scheme  beholds 
The  symmetry  that  reigns  in  all  he  molds, 
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In  all  there  speaks  the  voice  divine, 
That  tells  of  method  and  design  ; 
More  wide  the  world  of  life  is  grown, 
Clasped  round  with  Beauty's  golden  zone  ; 
In  all  his  works,  before  his  eyes, 
To  victory  fair  Perfection  flies  ; 
Where  Joy  delights  companions  gay, 
Where  Care  to  stillness  steals  away. 
Where  Contemplation  lingers  slow, 
Where  Tears  weigh  down  the  lids  of  Woe, 
Or  Terror's  thousand  shajtes  appall ; — 
One  stream  harmonious  flows  througli  all. 
In  the  refined  and  still  emotion,  glide 
With  chastened  m.irth  the  Graces  to  liis  side  ; 
Round   him   the    bright    Companions   weave   theii 

dance ; 
And  as  the  curving  lines  of  Beauty  flow, 
Each  winding  into  each  ; — as  o'er  His  glance 
The  lovely  apparitions  gleam  and  go 
Tn  delicate  outline — so  the  dreaming  day 
Of  Life,  enchanted,  breathes  itself  away. 

His  soul  is  mingled  with  the  Harmonious  Sea 
That  flows  around  his  sense  delightedly ; 
And  Thought,  where'er  with  those  sweet  wavea  it 

glide, 
Bears  the  nil-present  Venus  on  the  tide  ! 
At  peace  with  Fate  serenely  goes  his  race — 
Here   guides   the   Muse,    and    there    supports   the 
Grace ; 
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Tho  Stern  Necessitj,  to  others  dim 
With  Night  and  Terror,  wears  no  frown  for  hiD\ ; 
Calm  and  serene,  he  fronts  the  threatened  dart, 
Invites    the    gentle    bow,   and  bares   the    fearleM 
heart. 

XXII. 

Darlings  beloved  of  holiest  Harmony! 
Gladsome  companions  through  our  being  here  ' 
Gentlest  and  noblest  of  all  powers  that  be 
Given  to  life,  to  make  that  life  more  dear! 
If  Man,  though  freed,  do  still  elect  the  thra.ll 
Of  Duty,  chained  in  bonds  that  do  not  gall ; 
If  iron  Chance  no  more  supreme  he  see. 
What  y  our  reward  ? — Your  immortality, 
And  that  delight  your  own  great  natures  kne-ar 

If,  circling  now  the  Fount  around 
From  which  Ideal  Freedom  streams. 

The  Gods  of  joy  are  duly  found, 

With  all  the  Pleasure-weaving  Dreama  • 
For  these  all  hail  to  you ! 

XXIII. 

Yo  Imitators  of  the  great 

Serene  and  still  Artificer, 
NVho  zones  with  grace  the  form  of  Fate— 

Who  bids  the  ether  and  the  star 

To  our  delight  administer  ; 
Whose  terrors  less  our  souls  alarm 
Than  by  their  grandeur  raise  and  charm  ; 
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Who,  ev'n  destroying,  still  illumes, 

And  clothes  with  pomp  the  anger  that  consumes  1 

As  some  clear  brooklet  hovering  o'er, 

Wavers  the  checkered  shadowy  shore  ; 

As  buck  the  fleeting  crystal  yields, 

By  twilight  tinged,  the  blooming  fields, 

So  gleams,  0  Life  !  thy  waves  along, 

The  lively  Shadow-World  of  Song. 

Before  our  eyes  'twas  you  that  brought 
Th'  Unknown  that  daunts  the  human  thought. 
The  Powers  that  o'er  the  grave  preside 
But  robed  as  Love  would  robe  his  bride  ; 
As  in  your  urns  our  bones  ye  place, 
And  give  our  very  dust  a  grace. 
So  in  enchanting  semblance  fair, 
Ye  hide  each  specter-shape  of  Care. 

I  search  the  ages  gone — I  see 

That  boundless  realm  of  time  and  fate: 

How  blest  with  you,  Humanity  ! 
And  void  of  you,  how  desolate  ! 

XXIV. 

All  strong  and  mighty  on  the  wing,  and  young 
And  frdsh  from  your  creative  hands.  It'"  sprung  : 
And  when  the  Time,  that  conquers  all,  prevailed  ; 
When  on  its  wrinkled  cheek  the  roses  failed ; 
When  from  its  limbs  the  vigor  passed  away, 
And  its  sad  age  cuBpt  on  in  dull  decay. 
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And  tottered  on  its  crutch  ; — within  jour  arms 
It  sought  its  shelter  and  regained  its  charms  : 
Out  fiom  your  fresh  and  sparkling  well,  ye  poured 
The  living  stream  that  dying  strength  restored  ; 
Twice  into  spring  has  Time's  stern  winter  glowed, 
Twice  Nature  blossomed  from  the  seeds  Art  sowed. 

XXV. 

Ye   snatched — when   chased   Barbarian    Hosts  be- 
fore— 
From  sacred  hearths  the  last  yet  living  brand; 
From  the  dishallowed  Orient  Altar  bore, 
And  brought  it  glimmering  to  the  ^Yebtern  Land. 
As  from  the  East  the  lovely  Exile  goes, 
Fair  on  the  West  a  young  Aurora  glows  ; 
And  all  the  flowers  Ionian  shores  could  yield 
Blush  forth,  reblooming  in  the  Hesperian  Field. 
Fair  Nature  glassed  its  image  on  the  soul, 
From  the  long  Night  the  mists  began  to  roll  ; 
And  o'er  the  world  of  Mind,  adorned  again. 
Light's  holy  Goddess  reassumed  her  reign. 
Loosed  from  the  Millions  fell  the  fetters  then — 
Slaves  heard  the   voice   that  told  their   rights    113 

Men. 
And  Ihe  Young  Race  in  peace  to  vigor  grew, 
In  that  mild  brotherhood  they  learned  from  you  ! 

Blest  with  the  blessings  you  conveyed, 
Contented  to  bequeath  your  lore, 

Then  meekly  backward  to  the  shade 
Your  noisel'^ss  merit  stole  once  more  " 


t 


THE    ARTxSTS,  S'^fl 

XXVI. 

If  on  the  course  of  Thoufjlit,  now  barrior-froe, 
Swtcps  tlio  glad  search  of  bold  Philosophy  ; 
And  with  self-ptcans,  and  a  vain  renown, 
Would  claim  the  praise  and  arrogfite  the  crown, 
Holding  but  as  a  soldier  in  her  band, 
The  nobler  Art  tljat  did  in  truth  command; 
And  grajits,  beneath  her  visionary  thronn. 
To  Art,  her  Queen — the  slave's  first  rank  alone  , — 
Pardon  the  vaunt! — For  you,  Perfection  all 
Ilcr  star-gems  weaves  in  one  bright  coronal! 
With  you,  the  first  blooms  of  the  Spring,  began 
Awakening  Nature  in  the  Soul  of  Man! 
With  you  fulfilled,  when  Nature  seeks  repose, 
Autumn's  exulting  harvests  ripely  close. 

XXVII. 

If  Art  rose  plastic  from  the  stone  and  cHy, 
To  Mind  from  Matter  ever  sweeps  its  sway  ; 
Silent,  but  conquering  in  its  silence,  lo, 
How  o'er  the  Spiritual  World  its  tiiumphs  go! 
What  in  the  Land  of  Knowledge,  wide  and  far, 
Keen  Science  tracks — for  you  discovered  are ; 
First  in  your  arms  the  wise  their  wisdom  learn— 
Tiiey  dig  the  mine  you  teach  th(;ni  to  discern  ; 
And  when  that  wisdom  ripens  to  the  flower 
And  crowning  time  of  Beauty — to  the  Power 
From  whence  it  rose,  new  stores  it  must  imparti 
The  toils  of  Science  swell  the  Wealth  (vf  Art!  " 
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When  to  one  bight  the  Sage  ascends  with  70 u» 
As  spreads  the  Vale  of  Mutter  round  his  view 
In  the  mild  twilight  of  serene  repose  ; — 
The  more  the  Artist  charms,  the  more  the  Thinkei 

knows. 
The  more  the  shapes,  in  intellectual  joy, 
Linked  by  the  Genii  which  your  spells  employ, 
The  more  the  thought  with  the  emotion  blends — 
The  more  up-buoyed  by  both  the  Soul  ascends 
To  loftier  Harmonies,  and  heavenlier  things. 
And  tracks  the  stream  of  Beauty  to  its  springs. 
The  lovely  members  of  the  mighty  whole, 
Till  then  confused  and  shapeless  to  his  soul, 
Distinct  and  glorious  grow  upon  his  sight, 
The  fair  enigmas  brighten  from  the  Night ; 
More  rich  the  Universe  his  thoughts  inclose — 
More  wide  the  Ocean  with  whose  wave  he  flows  ; 
The  wrath  of  Fate  grows  feebler  to  his  fears. 
As  from  God's  Scheme    Chance  wanes  and  disap- 
pears ; 
And  as  each  straining  impulse  soars  above — 
How  his  pride  lessens — how  augments  his  love! 
So,  scattering  blooms,  the  still  Guide,  Poetry, 
Leads  him  through  paths,  though  hid,  that  mount 

on  high — 
Through    forms    and   tones   more   pure   and   moro 

sublime — 
Alp  upon  Alp  of  Beauty— till  the  time 
When  what  we  long  as  Poetry  have  nurst, 
Siiall  as  a  God's  swift  inspiration  burst. 
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And  flash  in  glory,  on  that  youngest  day  — 
One  -with  the  Truth  to  which  it  wings  the  way!  * 

XXVIII. 

Tnoii  snaTi  the  Cypria  leave  her  shrine, 

Sublimely  doff  the  sweet  disguise  ; 

Again,  her  native  glories  won, 
Resume  her  fiery  crown  divine 
And  all  effulgent,  vailless,  shine 

Before  her  formed  and  ripened  Son — " 
The  Urania  of  the  skies  I — 
Just  as  his  own  young  soul  had  been 

Rendered  more  beauteous  by  her  lore, 
Shall  be  the  ease  with  which  to  win 

The  wondrous  shape  but  wooed  before. 
Thus  sweet,  thus  blest  was  thy  surprise, 

When  the  mild  guardian  youth  had  known — 
Son  of  Ulysses,  on  thine  eyes. 

Transformed  as  Jove's  great  Daughter,  shonft 

XXIX. 

O  Sons  of  Art !  into  your  hands  consigned 

(That  trust  revere !) 
The  liberal  dignity  of  human  kind  ! 

With  you  to  sink,  with  you  to  reappear. 
The  hallowed  spell  of  Magic  Song 
Attunes  the  worlds  that  roll  along — 
Blent  n-^w  and  ever  let  it  be 
With  the  one  universal  sea 
Of  all  Creation — Harmony ' 
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XXX. 

Let  Truth,  -when  hostile  times  exile, 

To  Fable  for  her  refuge  fly, 
And  let  the  choral  Muse  the  while 

Defend  and  screen  her  majesty. 
From  out  the  vail  of  grace,  let  all 
Her  bolts  of  light  more  dreadly  fall ; 
AVinged  by  the  Muse  with  sounds  of  fear. 

Her  voice  victorious  peal  along, 
Appall  the  quailing  tyrant's  ear. 

And  wreak  her  grand  revenge  in  song. 

XXXI. 

Free  Sons  of  freest  Mother  !  rise 

Up  to  supremest  Beauty's  throne, 
And  scorn,  while  there  ye  fix  your  ey«'s, 

All  crowns  less  royal  than  her  own. 
If  from  your  sight  the  Sister^*  part, 
O'ertake  her  at  the  Mother's  heart : 

In  what  fair  souls  as  fair  embrace, 

Perfection  leaves  its  surest  trace. 
Above  your  age  aspiring  go 

On  daring  wings  sublime  ; 
And,  glimmering  on  your  mirror,  show 

The  shades  of  after-Time. 
The  thousand  vario^is  winding  ways 

Of  rich  Humanity  explore; 
But  at  the  Throne  which  ends  the  maze 

Meet,  and  embrace  once  more. 
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As  into  tints  of  sevenfold  ray 

Breaks  soft  the  silvery,  shimmering  white ; 
As  fade  the  sevenfold  tints  away, 

And  all  the  rainbow  melts  in  light, — 
So  from  the  Iris,  sportive,  call 

Each  magic  tint  the  eye  to  chain  ; 
And  now  let  Truth  uni*e  them  all, 

And  Light  its  single  stream  regain." 


*  i.  e. — -She  who  in  Heaven  is  Urania  (the  Daughter  of  Uranus  by 
Light)  is  on  earth  Venus,  the  Divinity  of  Love  and  Beauty.  Tlio 
Beautiful  is  to  mortals  the  revelation  of  Truth.  Truth,  in  its  ab- 
stract splendor,  too  bright  for  the  eyes  of  man  in  his  present  state, 
Eamiliarizes  itself  to  him  in  the  shape  of  the  Beautiful 

'  "Das  Kind  der  Schonheit  sich  allein  genug. 


Verliert  die  Krone,"  «fec. 

"  TThat  I  mean,"  says  Schiller,  "  is  this :  Every  work  of  Art,  of 
Beauty,  forms  a  complete  whole ;  and  so  long  as  it  occupies  the 
Artist,  it  is  the  sole  engrossing  object  of  his  thoughts.  Thus,  for 
example,  a  single  statue,  a  single  column,  a  poetical  description — 
each  is  self-sufficing.  But  then,  as  Art  advances,  this  perfect  whole 
Is  sjilit  into  parts  of  a  new  and  greater  one — its  final  destination  is 
then  no  longer  in  itself,  but  it  has  an  ulterior  object,  and  thence  1 
say  it  has  lost  its  crown.  The  statue  which  before  reigned  supreme 
cedes  that  distinction  to  the  temple  which  it  adorns — the  character 
of  Hector  is  in  itself  perfect,  but  is  only  a  subordinate  member  ol 
the  Jliad,''''  «fcc. — Scuilleb's  Correspondence  with  KGexee. 

'  "  Die  seine  Gier  nicht  in  sein  "Wesen  reisst" 

Schiller  thus  explains  a  line  which  might  well  puzzle  his  corre- 
spondent KGkxkr:  "Every  sensual  desire  has  its  origin  in  a  certain 
Impulse  to  incorporate  itself  with  the  object  of  that  desire,  to  draw 
It  forcibly  to  itselfl  Several  desires  destroy  their  object  by  incoriio- 
raticg  it  with  themselves." — Correspondence  with  KoE.vBa     I  have 
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erpanded  the  line  in  order  to  translate  something  of  the  geneial 
idea. 

*  i.  e. — Man  shrinks  in  awe  from  the  notion  of  a  Diriner  Power, 
thorouiihl}"  unknown  :  but  the  Greek  Mj'tholojry  familiarized  Man  to 
the  [trovidence  of  the  Gods,  and  elevated  him  by  the  contemplation 
of  attributes  in  which  he  recognized  whatever  he  most  admired. 
Art  taught  Man  to  see  in  the  Nature  round  him  the  prototype — the 
Ideal — of  Diviner  Beauty. 

*  The  Poet  here  seems  to  allude  to  the  Story  of  Ibycus,  which  at 
8  subsequent  period  furnished  the  theme  of  one  of  his  happiest  narra- 
tives. 

^  In  the  Drama  the  essentials  are  Providence  and  Design. 

'  "Doch  in  den  grossen  Weltenlauf 

Ward  euer  Ebenmass  zu  friih  getragen." 

These  lines  and  those  that  follow  are  extremely  obscure,  but  I  find 
that  Schiller  {Correspoiidence  with  KGexer)  explains  his  intention 
as  I  had  before  construed  it  in  the  translation.  "Man  applies  this 
law  of  symmetry  too  soon  to  real  life,  as  many  parts  of  the  great  edi- 
fice are  still  concealed  from  his  sight  To  satisfy  this  feeling  foi 
symmetrj',  he  is  compelled  to  have  recourse  to  art.  .  .  .  This 
gave  rise  to  the  poetry  of  an  immortality,  which  is  the  offspring  of 
a  feeling  for  symmetry,  according  to  which  man  endeavored  to  judge 
the  moral  world  before  he  had  a  perfect  knowledge  ot  it" 

8  The  impossibility  of  doing  justice  to  the  idea  of  the  poet  by 
merely  translating  this  passage  word  for  word,  will  be  seen  by  Schil- 
ler's own  interpretation  of  his  latent  meaning,  which  I  have  sought 
accordingly  to  render.     "  The  comparison, 

'Der  Schatten  in  des  Mondes  Angesiclite, 
Eh'  sich  der  schune  Silberkreis  erfGllt,' 

lias  a  high  value,  in  my  opinion.  I  compare  the  life  of  man,  in  tho 
preceding  verses,  to  an  arch — that  is  tc  say,  to  an  imperfect  portion 
of  a  circle — which  is  continued  through  the  night  of  the  tomb  to  com- 
plete the  circle  (to  be  governed  by  a  feeling  for  the  Beautiful  or  the 
Arts  is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  a  striving  toward  Perfection),' 
Now  the  young  moon  is  such  an  arch,  and  the  remainder  of  ihe  cir- 
cle is  not  visible.  I  therefore  place  two  youths  (Castor  and  Pollux) 
Bide  .~y  side,  the  one  with  a  lighted  torch,  the  other  with  his  torch 
extinguished.    I  compare  the  former  to  that  portion  of  the  mooa 
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which  is  light,  and  the  latter  to  that  part  which  is  in  darkness."— 
BcniLLEE's  Correftpondence  with  KGkxee. 

9  "Das  Staunen  seiner  Zeit,  das  stolze  Jovisbild, 
Im  Terapel  zu  Olympia  sich  neigen." 

Schiller  here  makes  a  wonderful  demand  upon  the  penetration  of  hin 
reader  into  the  subtleties  of  his  own  poetical  intention.  "  When  I 
Bay  that  the  Zeus  of  Phidias  bends  in  the  temple  of  Olympia,  I  say 
nothing  more  than  this; — but  the  peculiar  beauty  of  this  passage 
consists  in  the  allusion  to  the  bending  position  of  the  Olympian 
Jupiter,  which  was  in  a  sitting  posture  in  this  temple,  and  placed  in 
such  a  position  that  it  would  have  borne  away  the  roof  of  the  templa 
if  it  had  stood  upriirht.  This  bent  posture  always  greatly  pleased  me, 
as  it  says  as  much  as  that  the  Divine  Majesty  had  condescended  to 
confine  itself  to  the  circumscribed  condition  of  man;  for  if  it  had 
Btood  upright — that  is  to  say,  appeared  as  God — inevitable  destruc- 
tion would  have  followed." — Sohiller's  Corre^y^ondence  uith  Koe- 
NKE,  Very  beautiful,  indeed,  but  it  is  too  much  to  expect  that  a 
reader  should  see  all  this  in  sich  neigen — bowed  itself. 
•°  »  «  — Ilumanity. 

"  "  Und  tretet  in  der  Demuth  Iliille 

Mid  Schweigendcm  Yerdienst  zuriick." 
The  interior  meaning  of  these  lines  is  not  clear.  A  distinguished 
scholar,  to  whose  criticisms  these  translations  are  largely  indebted, 
suggests  that  Schiller,  here  referring  to  the  great  Artists  of  classical 
Antiquity,  intimates  that,  having  performed  their  task,  they  did  not 
remain  to  dominate  over  the  Genius  of  Modern  Literature  which 
they  had  aroused,  but  retired  to  leave  free  scope  to  its  efforts. 

12  "This  is  followed  by  an  entirely  new  link,  which  arose  from  a 
conversation  I  had  with  Wieland.  He  places  all  scientific  culture 
far  below  art.  "When  a  scientific  production  rises  above  a  production 
of  art,  he  maintains  it  is  only  because  it  is  a  work  of  art  itself.  This 
Idea  lay  concealed  in  the  poem,  and  only  wanted  development  Thia 
U  has  now  received." — Schiller's  Correspondence  tcith  KoRXEn, 

13  "This  perfect  state  of  Man  is  only  then  to  be  found  when  moral 
ind  scientific  culture  are  blended  in  beauty.  I  make  this  aj)plicable 
to  my  allegory,  and  let  Art  reappear  to  Man  in  a  revealed  forjx."— 
8<5HiLLER*8  Correspondence  with  Korner. 

'■*  Miindigen, — her  Son,  who  has  attained  his  majority. 
1^  The  Sister — i.  e.,  probably  moral  Perfection  or  Virtue. 
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w  There  is  exquisite  skill  in  concluding  the  Poem  (after  insisting 
60  eloquently  upon  the  maxim,  that  wLatever  Science  discovers 
only  adds  to  the  stores,  or  serves  the  jiurpose  of  Art)  with  an  image 
borrowed  from  Science.  Schiller  had  employed  the  same  simile, 
though  with  a  dili'erent  application,  in  the  Philosophical  Letttrt 
between  Julius  and  Raphael. 


TEE    CELEBRATED   ^OMAN; 

AN  EPISTLE  BT  A  MARRIED  MAN — TO  A  FELLOW-SUFFERER. 

In  spite  of  Mr.  Carlyle's  assertion  of  Schiller's  "  total  deficiency  in 
humor,"  '  we  think  that  the  following  Poem  sufiices  to  show  that 
he  po/ssessed  the  gift  in  no  ordinary  degree,  and  that  if  the  aims  of  a 
genius  so  essentially  earnest  had  allowed  him  to  indulge  it.  ho 
would  have  justified  the  opinion  of  the  experienced  Ifiand  as  t  his 
capacities  for  original  comedy. 

CAN  I,  my  friend,  with  thee  condole  ? — 
Can  I  conceive  the  woes  that  try  men, 
When  kite  Repentance  racks  the  soul 

Insnared  into  the  toils  of  irymcn? 
Can  7  take  part  in  puch  di.stress? — 
Poor  jMartyr, — most  di-voutly,  "Yes!" 
Thou  weep'st  because  thy  Spouse  has  flown 
To  arms  preferred  before  thine  own  ; — 
A  faithless  wife, — I  grant  the  curse, — 
And  yet,  my  friend,  it  mif^ht  be  worse  ' 
Ju.«t  hear  Another's  tale  of  sorrow, 
And,  in  comparing,  comfort  borrow  ! 

What!   dost  thou  think  thyself  undone. 
Because  thy  rights  are  shared  with  One  ? 
0  Happy  Man — be  mire  resigned. 
My  wife  belongs  to  all  Mankind  ! 
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Mj  wife — she  s  found  abroad — at  home  ; 
But  cross  the  Alps,  and  she's  at  Rome  ! 
Sail  to  the  Baltic — there  you'll  find  her  ; 
Lounge  on  the  Boulevards — kind  and  kinder; 
In  short,  you've  only  just  to  drop 

Where'er  they  sell  the  last  new  tale, 
And.  bound  and  lettered  in  the  shop, 

You'll  find  my  Lady  up  for  sale  ! 

She  must  her  fair  proportions  render 
To  all  whose  praise  can  glory  lend  her , — 
AVithin  the  coach,  on  board  the  boat. 
Let  every  pedant  "take  a  note  ;" 
Endure,  for  public  approbation, 
Each  critic's  "close  investigation,*' 
And  brave — nay,  court  it  as  a  flattery- 
Each  spectacled  Philistine's  battery. 
Just  as  it  suits  some  scurvy  carcass 
In  which  she  hails  an  Aristarchus, 
Ready  to  fly  with  kindred  souls. 
O'er  blooming  flowers  or  burning  coals. 
To  fame  or  shame,  to  shrine  or  gallows. 
Let  him  but  lead — sublimely  callous  ! 
A  Leipsic  man — (confound  the  wretch.)— - 
Has  mnde  hor  Topogniphic  sketch, 
A  kind  of  Map,  as  of  a  Town, 
Each  point  minutely  dotted  down  , 
Scarce  to  myself  I  dare  to  hint 
What  this    —    fellow  wants  to  print ! 
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Thy  wife — howe'er  she  slight  the  vows  — 
Respects,  at  least,  the  name  of  spouse  ; 
But  mine  to  regions  far  too  high 

For  that  terrestrial  name  is  carried  ; 
My  wife's  "  The  famous  Ninon  !" — 1 
"The  Gentleman  that  Ninon  married!" 

It  galls  you  that  you  scarce  are  able 
To  stake  a  florin  at  the  table — 
Confront  the  Pit,  or  join  the  Walk, 
But  straight  all  tongues  begin  to  talk  ! 
0  that  such  luck  should  me  befall. 
Just  to  be  talked  about  at  all ! 
Behold  me  dwindling  in  my  nook, 
Edged  at  her  left — and  not  a  look  ! 
A  sort  of  rushlight  of  a  life. 
Put  out  by  that  great  Orb — my  wife  ! 

Scarce  is  the  morning  gray — before 
Postman  and  Porter  crowd  the  door ; 
No  Premier  has  so  dear  a  levee — 

She  finds  the  Mail-bag  half  its  trade  ; 
My  God — the  parcels  are  so  heavy  ! 

And  not  a  parcel  carriage-paid  ! 
But  then — the  truth  must  be  confessed — 
They're  all  so  charniingly  addressed  : 
Whato'er  they  cost,  they  well  requite  her — 
»'To  Madame  Blank,  The  Famous  Writer' 
Poor  thing,  she  sleeps  so  soft  I  and  yet 


THE    CELEBRATED    WOMAN.  333 

'Twere  wortli  my  life  to  spare  her  slumber , 
**  Madame — from  Jena — the  Gazette — 

The  Berlin  Journal — the  last  number!" 
Sudden  she  wakes  ;  those  eyes  of  blue 
(Sweet  eyes!)  fall  straight — on  the  Review  ! 
I  by  her  side — all  undetected, 
While  those  curs'd  columns  are  inspected; 
Loud  squall  the  children  overhead, 
Still  she  reads  on,  till  all  is  read  : 
At  last  she  lays  that  darling  by, 
And  asks — "What  makes  the  Baby  cry?" 

Already  now  the  Toilet's  care 
Claims  from  her  couch  the  restless  fair  ; 
The  Toilet's  care  ! — the  glass  has  won 
Just  half  a  glance,  and  all  is  done  ! 
A  snappish — pettish  word  or  so 
Warns  the  poor  Maid  'tis  time  to  go  :— 
Not  at  her  toilet  wait  the  Graces, 
Uncombed  Erynnys  takes  their  places  ; 
So  great  a  mind  expands  its  scope 
Far  from  the  mean  details  of — soap  ! 

Now  roll  the  coach- wheels  to  the  muster — 
Now  round  my  Muse  her  votaries  cluster ; 
Spruce  Abbe  Millefleurs — Baron  Herman — 
The  English  Lord,  who  don't  know  Germa*'  — 
But  all  uncommonly  well  read 
From  matchless  A  to  deathless  Z  I 
Sneaks  in  the  corner,  shy  and  small, 
A  thing  which  Men  the  Husband  call ' 
22 
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While  eveiy  fop  with  flattery  fires  her  ; 

Swears  with  what  passion  he  admires  her. — 

'   'PassiDn  !'  *  admire."  and  still  you're  dumb  •^' 

L^rd  bless  your  soul,  the  worst's  to  come  :  — 

I'm  forced  to  bow,  as  I'm  a  sinner, — 

And  hope — the  rogue  will  stay  to  dinner . 

But,  oh,  at  dinner! — there's  the  sting  ; 

I  see  my  cellar  on  the  wing  ! 

You  know  if  Burgundy  is  dear  : — 

Mine  once  emerged  three  times  a  year  ; — 

And  now,  to  wash  these  learned  throttles, 

In  dozens  disappear  the  bottles* 

They  well  must  drink  who  well  do  eat 

(I've  sunk  a  capital  on  meat) 

Her  immortality,  I  fear,  a 

Deathblow  will  prove  to  my  Madeira ; 

'T  has  given,  alas  !  a  mortal  shock 

To  that  old  friend — my  Steinberg  Hock  I ' 


If  Faust  had  really  any  hand 

In  printing,  I  can  understand 

The  fate  wLIch  legends  more  than  hint ; — 

The  devil  take  all  hands  that  print ' 

And  what  my  thanks  for  all? — a  pout — 

Sour  looks — deep  sighs  ;  but  what  about? 

About !     0,  Ihat  I  well  divine — 

That  such  a  pearl  should  fall  to  swine — 

That  such  a  literary  ruby 

Should  grace  the  finger  of  a  booby  ! 


I 
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Spring  comes  ; — behold,  sweet  mead  and  lea 

Nature's  green  splendor  tapestries  o'er; 
Fresh  blooms  the  flower,  and  buds  the  tree ; 

Larks  sinsr — the  Woodland  -wakes  once  more 
The  Woodland  wakes — but  not  for  her. 

From  Nature's  self  the  charm  has  flown  ; 
No  more  the  Spring  of  Earth  can  stir 

The  fond  remembrance  of  our  own  ! 
The  sweetest  bird  upon  the  bough 
Has  not  one  note  of  music  now  ; 
And,  oh  !  how  dull  the  Grove's  soft  shade. 
Where  once — (as  lovers  then) — we  strayed  I 
The  Nightingales  have  got  no  learning — 

Dull  creatures— how  can  they  inspire  her  ? 
The  Lilies  are  so  undiscerning. 

They  never  say — "  how  they  admire  her  !" 
Li  all  this  Jabilee  of  Being, 
Some  subject  for  a  point  she's  seeing — 
Some  epigram — (to  be  impartial. 
Well  turned) — there  maybe  worse  in  Martial; 
But,  hark  !  the  Goddess  stoops  to  reason  :— 
"  The  country  now  is  quite  in  season, 
I'll  go  !"— "  What!  to  our  Country  Seat?" 
♦'  No  ! — Traveling  will  be  such  a  treat ; 
Pyrmont's  extremely  full,  I  hear  ; 
But  Carlsbad's  quite  the  rage  this  year !'' 
0  yes,  she  loves  the  rural  Graces  ; 
Nature  is  gay — in  Watering-places! 
Those  pleasant  Spas — our  reigning  passion — 
Where  learned  Dons  meet  folks  of  fashion  : 
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Where — each  with  each  illustrious  soul 

Familiar  as  in  Charon's  boat, 
All  sorts  of  Fame  sit  chcek-bj-jowl, 

Pearls  in  that  string— the  Table  d'Hote . 
Where  dames  whom  Man  has  injured — fly, 

To  heal  their  wounds  or  to  efface  them ; 
While  others,  with  the  waters,  try 

A  course  of  flirting, — ^just  to  brace  them  ! 

Well,  there  (0  Man,  how  light  thy  woes 
Compared  with  mine — thou  need'st  must  see  Ij 

My  wife,  undaunted,  greatly  goes — 
And  leaves  the  orphans  (seven  !  !  !)  to  me  ' 

0,  wherefore  art  thou  flown  so  soon, 

Thou  first  fair  year — Love's  Honeymoon .' 

Ah,  Dream  too  exquisite  for  life  ! 

Home's  Goddess — in  the  name  of  Wife  ! 

Reared  by  each  Grace — yet  but  to  be 

Man's  Household  Anvadnmene  ! 

With  mind  from  which  the  sunbeams  fall. 

Rejoicing  while  pervadmg  all ; 

Frank  in  tlie  temper  pleased  to  please — 

Soft  in  the  feeling  waked  with  ease, 

So  broke,  as  native  of  the  skies, 

Tlie  Hoart-entlirnller  on  my  eyes; 

So  saw  I,  like  a  Morn  of  May, 

The  Playmate  given  to  glad  my  way  ; 

With  eyes  that  more  than  lips  bespoke, 

Kyes  whence — sweet  words — "  I  love  theo  '"  broke! 
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So — Ah,  what  transports  then  were  mine  !— 
I  led  the  Bride  before  the  shrine  ! 
And  saw  the  future  years  revealed, 
Glassed  on  mv  Hope — one  blooming  field ! 
More  wide,  and  widening  more,  were  given 
The  Angel-gates  disclosing  Heaven ; 
Bound  us  the  lovely,  mirthful  troop 

Of  children  came — yet  still  to  me 
The  lov-eliest — merriest  of  the  group 

The  happy  Mother  seemed  to  be  ! 
Mine,  by  the  bonds  that  bind  us  more 
Than  all  the  oaths  the  Priest  before  ; 
^line,  by  the  concord  of  content, 
When  Heart  with  Heart  is  music-blent; 
When,  as  sweet  sounds  in  unison, 
Two  lives  harmonious  melt  in  one  I 
When — sudden  (0  the  villain  I) — came 

Upon  the  scene  a  i\Iind  Profound  ! 
A  Bel  Esprit,  who  whispered  "  Fame," 

And  shook  my  card-house  to  the  ground 
What  have  1  now  instead  of  all 
The  Eden  lost  of  hearth  and  hall  ? 
What  comforts  for  the  Heaven  bereft  ? 
What  of  the  younger  Angel's  left  ? 
A  sort  of  intellectual  Mule, 

Man's  stubborn  mind  in  W^oman's  shape. 
Too  hard  to  love,  too  frail  to  rule — 

A  saixe  enscrafted  on  an  ape  ! 
To  what  she  calls  the  Realm  of  Mind, 

She  leaves  that  throne,  her  sex,  to  crawl ; 
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The  cestus  and  the  charm  resigned — 

A  public  gaping-show  to  all ! 
She  blots  from  Beauty's  Golden  Book' 

A  name  'mid  Nature's  choicest  Few, 
To  gain  the  glory  of  a  nook 

In  Dr.  Dunderhead's  Review 

'  Carltle's  Miscellanies^  vol.  iii.,  p.  47. 

2  Literally,  "Nierensteiner," — a  wine  not  much  known  In  En<rland, 
and  scarcely — according  to  our  experience — wortb  the  regrets  of  its 
respectable  owner. 

'  The  Golden  Book. — So  was  entitled  in  some  Italian  States  (Yonico 
especial)}-)  the  Catalogue  in  which  the  Noble  Families  were  en- 
rolled. 


TO  A  FEMALE  FRIEND 

WRITTEN   IN  HEB   ALBUM; 

Thesj  Terses  were  addressed  to  Charlotte  Yon  Lengefold,  whom 
Schiller  afterward  married,  and  were  intended  to  dissuade  her  from 
a  Court  life. 

I. 

AS  some  gay  child,  around  whose  steps  play  all 
The  laughing  Graces,  plays  the  World  round 
thee  ! 
Yet  not  as  on  thy  soul's  clear  mirror  fall 

The  flattered  shadows,  deem  this  world  to  be ! 
The  silent  homages  thy  heart  compels 
By  its  own  inborn  dignity, — the  spells 

That  thou  thyself  around  thyself  art  weavin^f, 
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The  charms  with  which  thj  being  is  so  rife,— 
'Tis  these  thou  countest  as  the  charms  of  life, 

In  Human  Nature,  as  thine  own — believing. 
Alas  I  this  Beauty  but  exists,  in  sooth, 
In  thine  own  talisman  of  holy  youth, 

(Who  can  resist  it?) — mightiest  while  deceiving 

li. 

Enjoy  the  lavish  flowers  that  glad  thy  way 
The  happy  ones  whoso  happiness  thou  art ; 

The  souls  thou  winnest ; — in  these  bounds  survey 
7%?/ world  I — to  iAi«  world  why  shouldst  thou  de 
part  ? 

Nay,  let  yon  flowers  admonish  thee  and  save 

Lo,  how  they  bloom  while  guarded  by  the  fence  I 
So   plant   Earth's    pleasures — not    too   near    the 
sense  ? 

Nature,  to  see,  but  not  to  pluck  them,  gave  : 

Afar  they  charm  thee — leave  them  on  the   stem  ; 
Approached  by  thee,  the  glory  fades  from  them — 

And,  in  thy  touch,  their  sweetness  has  a  grave  !' 

1  The  sense  of  the  origiaal  is  very  shadowy  and  impalpable,  and 
tbfl  ditBculty  of  embodying  it  in  an  intelligible  translation  is  great. 
It  may  be  rendered  thus : — "The  silent  homage  syhich  thy  nobility 
of  heart  compels — the  miracles  u-hich  thou  thyself  hast  wrought— 
the  charms  with  which  thy  existence  has  invested  life, — these  ihou 
lookest  on  as  the  substantial  attractions  of  life  itself,  and  as  consti- 
tuting the  very  staple  of  human  nature.  But  in  this  thou  art  mis- 
taken. What  appears  to  thee  to  be  the  grace  and  beauty  of  life,  ia 
but  the  reflection  of  the  witchery  of  thine  own  undesecrated  youth, 
and  the  tilisman  of  thine  own  innocence  and  virtue,  though  these 
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certainly  are  powers  which  no  man  can  resist.  Enjoy  the  flowers  of 
life,  then;  but  do  not  take  them  for  more  than  they  are  worth. 
Theirs  is  but  a  siirface-beaiity ;  let  the  <rlance.  thfrefore,  which  thou 
bestiiwfst  oil  tiifin  l)f  siiporlicial  too.  Gazoon  tlieni  from  a  dislancc, 
ami  ni'viT  c'.\i>fi'i  ilial  tlic  core  of  life  will  wear  tlie  :»ame  rtlractive 
hues  as  those  which  ornament  its  exterior."  Sdiillerhas  repeated 
this  ihouichtin  the  Poem  of  the  "Actual  and  Ideal." 


Here  o  nclude  the  Poems  c'assTl  under  the   Second  Period  ol 
RohiJler's  career,  excepting  only  ^is  translations  from  VirgiL 
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EARLY    P0E:\IS 


Wb  now  trace  bark  the  stream  to  ita  Sf>urce.    "We  commenced 
with  Schiller's  maturest   Tik-jhs — we  close  with  his  earliest.      The 
contrast  ht-twec!.  the  compositions  in  the  First  and  Thinl  Period 
is  sutKciently  striking.      In  tiie  former  tlicre  is  more  fire  aixl  ac- 
tion— more  of   that  lavish  and  exii*'^"'int  iTii-riry  which  character- 
izfd    thf  earlier    t;ih>s    of    Lord    IJyron,'    ami    rcdtitiu-d.    in    that 
wonderful  master  cf  animatt'd  and  nervous  stylo,  a  certain  poverty 
of  concejiiion  by  a  viirur  and  guato  of   execution,  which  no  Kn;^- 
lish   poet,  perhaps,   lias    ever   siiipassod.      In   his   jiocms  lies  the 
life  and  beats  the  heart  of  Schiller.     They  cumliict  us  thn>Ui:h  the 
various  stages  of  his  spiritual  education,  and  indicate  each  step  in 
the  proirress.      In   this  division,  effort  is  no  less   discernible   than 
power;    both   in   langnaire   and    thoui:ht   there    is    a   struirglo   at 
something  not   yet  achieved,  and  not.  perhaps,  even   yet   definite 
and  distinct  to  the  Poet  himself.      Here   may  be   traceil,  thouiih 
eofteneil  by  the   charm   of   genius  (which   softens  all  ihin-rs),  the 
splendid  error.s  that  belong  to  a  passionate  youth,  and  that   give 
such  distortcfl  grandeur  to  the  giant  i;)elodrame  of    The  Hobhera. 
Bui  here  are  to  be  traceil  also,  and  in  far   clearer   characters.  th« 
ni:in's   stronc    heart,    essentially    human    in    its   sympathies — the 
thonu:htfnl   and    earnest    int--lleet   giving   ample   iiromi.-e  of  all  it 
was  destined  to  receive.      In  these  earlier  poetns,  eitiav.a:;ance  is 
sufficiently  noticeable — yet  never  the  sickly  eccentricities  of   dis- 
eased weakness,  but  the  exuberant    overflowings  of    a    young  Ti- 
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tan's  strength.  There  is  a  distinction,  -which  our  critics  do  not 
always  notice,  between  the  extravagance  of  a  great  genius,  and 
the  affectation  of  a  pretty  poet. 

*  The  similarity  in  some  essential  characteristics  between  Schil- 
ler In  what  may  be  called  his  natural  genius,  before  submitted 
to  the  intlucnces  of  domestic  ]jfe  and  aesthetic  art,  and  our  greal 
ooantryman,  did  not  escape  the  fine  discrimination  of  Qoethe. 
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HECTOR  AND   ANDROMACHE. 

This  and  the  following  poem  are,  with  some  alterations,  Introdncad 
in  the  Play  of  The  Robbers. 

ANDROMACHE. 

WILL  Hector  leave  me  for  the  fatal  plain, 
Where,   fierce  with   vengeance  for    Patroclus 
slain, 

Stalks  Peleus'  ruthless  son  ? 
Who,  when  thou  glid'st  amid  the  dark  abodes, 
To  hurl  the  spear  and  to  revere  the  Gods, 

Shall  teach  thine  Orphan  one  "^ 

HECTOR. 

Woman  and  wife  beloved — cease  thy  tears ; 
My  soul  is  nerved — the  war-clang  in  my  ears  ! 

Be  mine  in  life  to  stand 
Troy's  bulwark  I — fighting  for  our  hearths,  to  go, 
In  death  exulting,  to  the  streams  below, 

Slain  for  my  father-land  I 

ANDROMACHE. 

No  more  I  hear  thy  martial  footsteps  fall — 

Thine  arras  shall  hang,  dull  trophies,  on  the  wall — 

Fallen  the  stem  of  Troy ! 
Thou  go'st  where  slow  Cocytus  wanders, — where 
Love  sinks  in  Lethe,  and  the  sunless  air 

Is  dark  to  light  and  joy  ! 


I 
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IIECTOR. 

T.cii<rm£r  nml  tlio^ijjlit — yon.  .I'.I  T  frr-l  nnd  tliink 
Hay  in  the  silt-jn  slntli  of  Let  lie  .-iiiK, 

But  my  love  not  I 
Hark,  the  wild  swarm  is  at  the  walls  I — I  hear  ! 
Gird  on  mj  sword — Beloved  one,  dry  the  tear — 

Lethe  for  love  is  not ! 


AMALIA. 

FATTl  as  an  angel  from  his  blessed  hall — ' 
Of  every  fairest  youth  thfi  fairest  he  ! 
Ileaven-mild  his  look,  as  Maybeams  Avhen  they  fall, 

Glassed  in  the  azure  mirror  of  the  sea  I 
Ills  kisses — feelings  rife  with  paradise  ! 

Ev'n  as  two  flames,  one  on  the  other  driven — 
Ev'n  as  two  harp-tones  their  melodious  sighs 

Blend  in  some  music  that  seems  born  of  heaven — 
So  rushed,  mixed,  melted  life  with  life  united  ! 

Lips,  cheeks  burned,  trembled — soul  to  soul  was 
won ! 
And  earth  and  heaven  seemed  chaos,  as,  delighted, 

Earth,  heaven  were  blent  round  the  beloved  one  I 
Now,  he  is  gone  I  vainly  and  wearily 

Groans  the  full  heart,  the  yearning  sorrow  flowa- 
Gone!  and  all  zest  of  life,  in  one  lonj;  siirh, 

Goes  with  him  where  he  goes. 

>  Literally,  Walballa. 


A   FUNERAL    FAHTASY.  345 


A    FUXERAL   FANTASY. 

I. 

PAJjE,  at  its  ghastly  noon, 
Pauses  abovb  the  death-still  wood — the  moon  ; 
The   night-si:)rite,    sighing,    through    the    dim    air 
stirs  ; 
The  mist-clouds  shudder  by  ; 
The  sad  stars  pale  on  high, 
Flickering  like  dying  lamps  in  sepulchcrs. 
Haggard  as  specters — vision-like  and  dumb, 

Dark  with  the  pomp  of  Death,  and  moving  slow, 
Toward  tliat  sad  lair  the  pale  Procession  come 
Where  the  Grave  closes  on  the  Night  below. 

n. 

Who  crawls  so  totteringly, 

Crutched  on  his  staff,  with  dim  and  downcast  eye  ? 

As  wrung  from  out  the  shattered  heart,  one  groan 

Breaks  the  deep  hush  alone ! 

Crushed  by  the  iron  Fate,  he  seems  to  gather 

All  life's  last  strength  to  stagger  to  the  bier, 
And   hearken Do  those  cold  lips  murmur  "Fa- 
ther ?"— 

Damp  shudders,  as  he  vainly  bends  his  ear. 
Thrill  through  the  bones  gnawed  by  flesbless  de- 
spair. 
And  lift  his  silver  hair. 
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III. 

Fresh  bleed  the  fiery  wounds 

'I'hroup^l)  <ill  tliat  agonizing  heart  undone — 
Still  on  the  voiceless  lips  *'  my  Father"  sounds, 

Ard  still  the  childless  Father  murmurs  "  Son  !" 
Ice-cold — ice-cold,  in  that  white  shroud  he  lies — 

With   him   thy   sweet    and    golden   dreams   axe 
gone — 
The  sweet  and  golden  name  of  "  Father"  dies 
Into  thy  curse  ; — ice-cold — ice-cold — he  lies ! 
He — once  thy  Paradise  ! 

IV. 
Mild,  as  when,  fresh  from  the  arms  of  Aurora, 

By  the  breezes  that  blow  from  Elysium  upborne. 
Encircled  with  odors,  the  darling  of  Flora, 

Wantons   over   the   gardens   that   bloom   to    the 
Morn — 
So  gay,  o'er  the  meads,  went  his  footsteps  in  bliss, 

The  silver  wave  mirrored  the  smile  of  his  face  ; 
Delight,  like  a  flame,  kindled  up  at  his  kiss, 

And  the  heart  of  the  maid  was  the  prey  of  his 
chase. 

V 

Boldly  he  sprang  to  the  strife  of  the  world. 

As  a  deer  to  the  mountain-top  carelessly  springs ; 

As  an  eagle  whose  plumes  to  the  sun  are  unfurled, 
Swept  his  Hope  round  the  Heaven  on  its  limitless 

wings. 
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ProucI  as  a  war-horso  that  chafes  at  the  rein, 
That,  kiuglj   exults  in  the  storm  of  the  brave ; 

That  throws  to   the   wind  the   wild    stream    of   its 
mane, 
Str)de  he  forth  by  the  prince  and  the  slave ! 

VI. 

Life,  like  a  spring-day,  serene  and  divine. 

In  the  star  of  the  morning  went  by  as  a  trance; 
His  murmurs  he  drowned  in  the  gold  of  the  wine, 

And  his  sorrows  were  borne  on  the  wave  of  the 
dance. 
WorldsS  lay  concealed  in  the  hopes  of  his  youth  ! — 

When  once  he  shall  ripen  to  Manhood  and  Fame  I 
Fond  Father,  exult ! — In  the  germs  of  his  youth 

What   harvests   are   destined   for   Manhood    and 
Fame  ! 

VII. 

Not  to  be  was  tliat  Manhood ' — The  death-brll  is 
knelling, 
The  hinge  of  the  death-vault  creaks  harsh  on  the 
ears — 
flow  dismal,  0  Death,  is  the  place  of  thy  dwelling  ! 
Not  to  be  was  that   Manhood  I — Flow  on,  bitter 
tears ! 
Yet  go,  0  Beloved,  thy  path  to  the  sun, 

Rise,  world  upon  world,  with  the  perfect  to  rest , 
Quench  thy  thirst  for  delight  in  the  peace  thou  hast 
won, 
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And  escape  from  our   grief  in  tlie  Halls  of  ib* 
Blest. 

vm. 

Again  (in  that  thought  what  a  healing  is  found!) 

To  meet  in  the  Eden  to  which  thou  art  fled  I — 
Hark,  the    coffin    sinks    down    with    a    dull,  sullen 
sound, 

And  the  ropes  rattle  over  the  sleep  of  the  dead. 
And  we  cling  to  each  other! — 0  Grave,  he  is  thine 

The  eye  tells  the  woe  that  is  mute  to  the  ears — 
And  we  dare  to  resent  what  we  grudge  to  resign, 

Till  the  heart's   sinful  murmur  is  choked  in  its 
tears. 

Pale,  at  its  ghastly  noon, 
Pauses  above  the  death-still  wood — the  moon ! 
The    night-sprite,    sighing,    through   the    dim    air 
stirs ; 

The  mist-clouds  shudder  by ; 

The  sad  stars  pale  on  high. 
Flickering  like  dying  lamps  in  sepulchres. 
The  dull  clods  swell  into  the  sullen  mound — 

Oh.  all  earth's  worth  for  one  last  look — but  ono ' 
The  Grave  locks  up  the  treasure  it  has  found  ; 
Iliirher  and  hijrher  swells  the  sullen  mound  — 

Never  the  Grave  gives  back  what  it  has  won  ! 


wmimmt 


FANTASr    TO    LAURA,  349 


FANTASY    TO    LAURA 

TTTHAT,  Laura,  say,  the  voi-tcx  that  can  draw 

'  '       Body  to  body  in  its  strong  control ; 
Behived  Laura,  what  the  charmed  law 

That  to  the  soul  attracting  plucks  the  soul  ? 

It  is  the  charm  that  rolls  the  stars  on  high, 
Forever  round  the  sun's  majestic  blaze — 

When,  gay  as  children  round  their  parents,  fly 
Their  circling  dances  in  delighted  maze. 

Still,  every  star  that  glides  its  gladsome  course. 
Thirstily  drinks  the  luminous  golden  rain; 

Drinks  the  fresh  vigor  from  the  fiery  source, 
As  limbs  imbibe  life's  motion  from  the  brain. 

With  sunny  motes,  the  sunny  motes  united 
Ilarmiuiious  luster  doth  receive  and  give  ; 

Love    spheres   with    spheres   still   interchange    de- 
lighted ; 
Only  through  love  the  starry  systems  live. 

Take  liove  from  Nature's  universe  of  wonder, 
Ivich  jarring  each,  rushes  the  mighty  All ; 

iBee.  back  to  Chaos  shocked,  Creation  thunder; 
Weep,  starry  Newton — weep  the  giant  fall  ! 

Take  from  the  spiritual  scheme  that  Power  away 
And  the  still'd  body  shrinks  to  Death's  abode. 
23 
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Never — Love  not — would  blooms  revive  for  Ma} 
And,  Love  extiuct,  all  life  were  dead  to  God. 

And  what  the  charm  that,  at  my  Laura's  kiss, 
Bids  the  cheek  lighten  with  its  purple  flush, 

Mikes  the  heart  bound  more  swiftly  to  its  bliss, 
And  the  wild  life-streams  into  fever  rush  ? 


Out  from  their  bounds  swell  nerve,  and  pulse,  and 
sense. 

The  veins  in  tumult  would  their  shores  overflow  ; 
Body  to  body  rapt — and  charmed  thence. 

Soul  drawn  to  soul  with  intermingled  glow. 

Mighty  alike  to  sway  the  flow  and  ebb 

Of  the  inanimate  Matter,  or  to  move 
The  nerves  that  weave  the  Arachneaii    web 

Of  Sentiment  Life — rules  all-pervading  Love  f 

Ev'n  in  the  Moral  World,  embrace  and  meet 

Emotions ; — Gladness  clasps  the  extreme  of  Care  ; 

And  Sorrow,  at  the  worst,  upon  the  sweet 

Breast  of  young  Hope,  is  thawed  from  its  despair 

Of  sister-kin  to  melancholy  Woe, 

Voluptuous  Pleasure  comes,  and  ha^ipy  eyes 
Delivered  of  the  tears,  their  children,  glow 

Lustrous  as  sunbeams — and  the  darkness  flies  1  * 

The  same  great  Law  of  Sympathy  is  given 
To  Evil  as  to  Good,  and  if  we  swell 
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Tbe  dark  account  that  life  incurs  with  Heaven, 
'Tis  that  our  Vices  are  thy  Wooers,  Hell! 

It  rurn  those  Vices  are  embraced  bj  Shamo 
And  fell  Kemorse,  the  twin  Emnenides; 

Danger  still  clings  in  fond  embrace  to  Fame, 

Mounts  on  her  wing,  and  flies  where'er  she  flees. 

Destruction  marries  its  dark  self  to  Pride, 
Envy  to  Fortune:  when  Desire  most  charms, 

'Tis  that  her  brother  Death  is  by  her  side, 
For  him  she  opens  those  voluptuous  arms. 

The  very  Future  to  the  Past  but  flies 
Upon  the  wings  of  Love — as  I  to  tliee ; 

Oh,  long,  swift  Saturn,  with  unceasing  sighs. 
Hath  sought  his  distant  bride,  Eternity  I 


When — so  I  h<?ard  the  oracle  declare — 

When  Saturn  once  shall  clasft  that  bride  sublime, 

Wide-blazing  worlds  shall  light  his  nuptials  there — 
'Tis  thus  Eternity  shall  wed  with  Time. 

In  those  stiall  be  our  nuptials !  ours  to  share 
That  b^ide-uight,  wakened  by  no  jealous  sun; 

Since  Time,  Creation,  Nature,  but  declare 
Love, — in  our  love  rejoice,  Beloved  One  ! 

'  "Und  entbnnden  ron  den  gold'nen  Ivindem, 
Strahlt  das  Auge  sonnenpracht." 
Bchillor,  in  his  earlier  poems,  strives  after  po«iry  In  expreaslop,  w 


t 


I 


352 


POEMS    AITD    BALLADS    OF   SCHILLER. 


Our  yonn?  Imitators  of  Shelley  and  Keats  do.  sanctioned  scner.iAy 
Cy  oar  ;.rili'-s,  who  quote  :*iieh  oxinessior.*  in  Italics  with  tlirea 
notes  uf  admiration  !  Jlc  here  f.>r  instance,  calls  tears  "  the  Goiden 
Cliildron  of  the  Kyo."  In  his  later  jioeins.  ;>cliiller  bad  a  rmich  ttelter 
DLlion  of  true  beauty  <•!  dieiion.  'i  be  genera'  meaning  of  this 
poem  is  very  obscure:  it  imidics  that  Lovo  rules  all  tliinu^s  in  the  ia 
animate  or  animate  creation  ;  that,  even  in  the  moral  world,  opposite 
•motions  or  princijiles  meet  and  embrace  each  other.  The  idea  ia 
pushed  into  an  extras-agance  natural  to  the  youth,  and  redeemed  by 
the  passion,  of  the  Author.  But  the  conneciinj:  links  are  so  slender* 
nay,  so  frequently  omitted,  in  tho.  orii'inal.  that  a  certain  degree  of 
parajduase  in  many  of  the  stan/.as.  i»  absolutely  necessary  to  supply 
them,  and  render  the  general  seasc  and  spirit  of  the  poem  iutwlligi" 
ble  to  tiiu  English  reader. 


TO  LAURA  TLAYIXG. 

TIJIIEX  o'er  the  chords  thy  fingers  steal, 
'  '     A  soulless  statue  now  I  feel, 

And  now  a  soul  set  free ! 
Thou  ruk'st  over  life  and  death, 
Mighty  as  over  souls  the  breath 

Of  some  great  Surcery.* 

Then  tlie  vassal  airs  that  woo  thee, 
llu>h  their  low  breath  hearkening  to  thee  : 
In  delight  and  in  devotion, 
Pausing  from  her  whirling  motion. 
Nature,  in  enchanted  calm, 
Silently  drinks  the  floating  balm. 
Sorceress,  her  heart  with  thy  tone 
Chaining — as  thine  eyes  my  own  } 
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O'er  tlio  transport-tumult  driven, 
Doth  the  music  gliding  swim  ; 
From  the  strings,  as  from  their  heaven, 
Burst  tie  new-burn  Seraphim. 
As  when  from  Chaos'  giant  arms  set  free, 
'Mid  the  Creation-storm,  cxultinglj 
Sprang  sparkling  forth  the  Orbs  of  Light — 
So  streams  the  rich  tone  in  melodious  might. 


Soft-gliding  now,  as  when  o'er  pebbles  glancing, 
The  silver  wave  goes  dancing ; 
Now  with  majestic  swell,  and  strong. 
As  thander  peals  in  organ-tones  along  ; 

And  now  with  stormy  gush. 
As  down  the  rock,  in   foam,  the  whirling  torrents 
rush  ; 

To  a  whisper  now 

Melts  it  amorously, 
Like  the  breeze  through  the  bough 
Of  the  aspen-tree  ; 
Heavily  now,  and  with  a  mournful  breath. 
Like    midnight's    wind  along    those    wastes    of 
death. 
Where  Awe  the  wail  of  ghosts  lamentivig  hears, 
And  slow  Cocytus  trails  the  stream  whoso  waves 
are  tears. 


Speak,  maiden,  speak! — Oh,  art  thou  one  of  those 
Spirits  more  lofty  than  our  region  knows  .' 
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Should  we  in  thine  the  mother-language  seek, 
Souls  in  Elysium  speak? 

1  "The  Sorcery.'*— Tn  the  original,  Schiller,  with  very  ques- 
tionable  taste,  compares  Laura  to  a  conjurer  of  the  name  ol 
Philadelphia,  who  exhibited  before  Frederick  the  Great. 


TO  LAURA; 

RAPTURE. 

T  AURA — above  this  world  methinks  I  fly,   , 
*^  And  feel  the  glow  of  some  May-lighted  sky. 

When  thy  looks  beam  on  mine  ! 
And  my  soul  drinks  a  more  ethereal  air, 
When  mine  own  shape  I  see  reflected,  there, 

In  those  blue  eyes  of  thine ! 
A  lyre-sound  from  the  Paradise  afar, 
A.  harp-note  trembling  from  some  gracious  star, 

Seems  the  wild  ear  to  fill ; 
And  my  muse  feels  the  Golden  Shepherd-hours, 
When  from  thy  lips  the  silver  music  pours 

Slow,  as  against  its  will. 
I  see  the  young  Loves  flutter  on  the  wing — 
Move  the  charm'd  trees,  as  when  the  Thracian's 
strinor 

Wild  life  to  forests  gave  ; 
Swifter  the  globe's  swift  circle  seems  to  fly, 
When  in  the  whirling  dance  thou  glidest  by, 

Light  as  a  happy  wave. 


TO   LAURA.  355 

Thy  looks,  when  there   Lovo'»  smiles   their  glad- 
ness wreathe, 
Could  life  itself  to  lips  of  rraible  brenth^: 

Lend  rocks  a  juilse  divine  ; 
My  wildest  dreams  a  life  would  take,  indeed, 
If  1  but  this  in  thy  dear  eyes  might  read- 

*'  Laura,  sweet  Laura,  7ninc  /" 


TO  LA  URA; 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  REMIXISCEXCE.* 

WHO,    and  what   gave   to   mo   the  wish  to  woo 
thee— 
Still,  lip  to  lip,  to  cling  for  aye  unto  thee  ? 
Who  made  thy  glances  to  my  soul  the  link — 
"Who  bade  me  burn  tliy  very  breath  to  drink — 

My  life  in  thine  to  sink  ? 
As  from  the  conqueror's  unresisted  glave, 
Flies,  without  strife  subdued,  the  ready  slave — 
So,  in  an  instant,  when  thy  looks  I  see. 
Out  from  my  life  my  soul's  wild  senses  flee, 

And  yield  themselves  to  thee  ! 
Why  from  its  lord  doth  thus  my  soul  depart  ? — 
Is  it  because  its  native  home  thou  art  ? 
Or  were  tJiey  brothers  in  the  days  of  yore, 
Twin-bound,  both  souls ;  and  in  the  links  they  bore 

Sigh  to  be  bound  once  more  ? 
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Wero  once  our  beings  blent  and  intertwining, 
And  therefore  still  my  heart  for  thine  is  pining  1 
Know  we  the  light  of  some  extinguished  sun — 
The  joys  remote  of  some  bright  realm  undone, 

Where  once  our  souls  were  One  ? 
Yes,  it  is  so ! — And  thou  wcrt  bound  to  me 
In  the  long-vanished  Eld  eternally  ! 
In  the  dark  troubled  tablets  which  enroll 
The  Past — my  Muse  beheld  this  blessed  scroll— 

"  One  witli  thy  love  my  soul!" 
Wondering  and  awed — I  read,  I  read  it  there, 
How  once  one  brigl)t  inseparatc  life  we  were, 
How  once,  one  glorious  essence  as  a  GckI, 
Unmeasured  space  our  chaiuless  footsteps  trod — 

All  Nature  our  abode  ! 
Round  us,  in  waters  of  doliirht,  forever 
Voluptuous  flowed  the  heavenly  Nectar  river  ; 
Wo  were  the  master  of  the  seal  of  thinirs, 
And  where  tlie  sunshine  bathed  Truth's  mountain 
springs 

Quivered  our  glancing  wings. 
Weep  for  the  godlike  life  we  lost  afar — 
Weep  I — thou  and  I  its  scattered  fragments  are  ; 
And  still  the  unconquered  yearning  we  retain — 
Sigh  to  restore  the  rapture  and  the  reign, 

And  grow  divine  again. 
And  therefore  came  to  ine  the  wish  to  woo  thee — 
Still   lip  to  lip,  to  cling  for  aye  unto  thee  ; 
This  made  thy  glances  to  my  soul  the  link — 
This  made  me  burn  thy  very  breath  to  diink — 
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M J  life  in  thine  to  sink : 
And  thoroforc,  as  before  tlie  conqueror's  glave 
Flies,  without  strife  subdued,  tlic  ready  slave — 
So,  ill  an  instant,  when  thy  looks  I  see, 
Out  from  my  life  my  soul's  wild  senses  fiee. 

And  yield  themselves  to  thee. 
Therefore  my  soul  doth  from  its  lord  depart, 
Because,  belov'd,  its  native  home  thou  art; 
Because  the  twins  recall  the  links  they  bore. 
And  soul  with  soul,  in  the  sweet  kiss  of  yore, 

Meets  and  unites  once  more  ! 
Thou  too — Ah,  tliere  thy  gaze  upon  me  dwells, 
And  Ihy  young  blusli  the  tender  answer  tells  ; 
Eacli  glowing  soul  still  feels  the  kindred  ties. 
Each — as  an  exile  to  his  homeward  skies — 

Each  to  the  other  flies. 

•  This  exquisite  lore-poem  is  founded  on  the  Piatnnic  notion,  that 
simls  were  luiited  in  a  iire-t-xistcnl  state — that  love  is  ihe  yearning  of 
the  spirit  to  reunite  with  the  spirit  with  whieh  it  toruierly  made 
one,  and  which  it  discovers  on  earth.  The  idea  has  t.ften  been 
made  swbtervient  to  poetry,  but  never  with  so  earnest  and  ehibo 
rate  a  beauty. 
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MELAXCHOLT:  TO  LlUllA- 

I. 

LAURA !  a  sunrise  seems  to  break 
Wliere'er  thy  happy  looks  may  glow, 
Joy  sheds  its  roses  o'er  thy  cheek, 
Thy  tears  themselves  do  but  bespeak 

The  rapture  whence  they  flow  : 
Blest  youth  to  whom  those  tears  are  given- 
The  tears  that  change  his  earth  to  heaven  ; 
His  best  reward  those  melting  eyes — 
For  him  new  suns  are  in  the  skies  ! 

n. 

Thy  soul — a  crystal  river  passing, 

Silver-clear,  and  sunbeam-glassing, 

Mays  into  bloom  sad  Autumn  by  thee  ; — 

Night  and  desert,  if  they  spy  thee, 

To  gardens  laugh — with  daylight  shine. 

Lit  by  those  happy  smiles  of  thine  ! 

Dark  with  cloud  the  Future  far 

Doth  gild  itself  beneath  ihy  star. 

And  dost  thou  smile  those  charms  to  see  ? 

Alas  !  they  wake  but  tears  in  mo. 

m. 

Holds  not  Hades  its  domain 
Underneath  this  earth  of  ours  ? 


t 
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Under  Palace,  under  Fane, 

Undorueatb  the  cloud-capt  Towers  ? 

Stately  cities  soar  and  spread 

O'er  your  moldering  bones,  ye  Dead  ' 

From  corruption,  from  decay, 

Springs  yon  clove-pink's  fragrant  bloom  ; 

Yon  gay  waters  wind  their  way 
From  the  hollows  of  a  tomb. 

IV. 

From  the  Planets  thou  may'st  know 
All  the  change  that  shifts  below, 
Fled — beneath  that  zone  of  rays, 
Fled  to  Night  a  thousand  Mays  ; 
Thrones  a  thousand — rising — sinking,- 
Earth,  from  thousand  slaughters,  drinking 
Blood  profusely  poured  as  water  ; — 
Of  the  scepter — of  the  slaughter — 
Wouldst  thou  know  what  trace  remaineth  ? 
Seek  them  where  the  Dark  King  reigneth! 

All  their  final  moments  have. 
Later,  earlier,  shall  the  hand 
Of  the  Planet-Timepiece  stand 

Silent  at  the  grave  ! 

V. 

Scarce  thine  eye  can  ope  and  close 
Ere  Life's  dying  sunset  glows ; 
Sinking  sudden  from  its  pride 
Into  Death — the  Lethe  tide. 
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Ask'st  thou  -whence  thy  beauties  rise  ' 
Boastest  thou  those  radiant  eyes  ? — 
Or  tluit  cheek  in  roses  dved  ? 
All  their  beauty  (thouglit  of  sorrow  !) 
From  the  brittle  mold  they  borrow. 
Heavy  interest  in  the  tomb 
For  the  brief  loan  of  the  bloom, 
For  the  beauty  of  the  Day, 
Death,  the  Usurer,  thou  must  pay, 
lu  the  long  To-Morrow  . 


VI. 

Maiden  ! — Death's  too  strong  for  scorn  ; 

In  the  cheek  the  fairest,  Ho 

But  the  fairest  throne  doth  sec  ; 
Though  the  roses  of  the  morn 
"Weave  the  vail  by  Beauty  worn — 
Aye,  beneath  that  broidered  curtain, 
Stands  the  Archer  stern  and  certain! 
Maid,  thy  wild  enthusiast  hear  I 

'Tis  but  Death  thine  eyes  invite ! 
Every  glance  that  burns  so  clear 

AVastes  the  lamp  that  sheds  the  light. 
*'  But  my  youthful  pulses  beat 

Now  so  L^'ladlvl"  dost  thou  say? 
Minions  but  of  Deatli,  they  fleet 

To  the  Cha  -  lel-house  away. 
As  the  wind  the  rainbow  shatters, 
Death  th^'  bright  smiles  rends  and  scatters  ; 
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Vainly  seek  the  vanished  graces — 
Smile  and  rainbow  leave  no  traces  : 
Out  from  Nature's  lavish  spring, 

Out  from  every  bud  that  blows, 
Out  from  every  living  thing, 

Still  but  the  Destroyer  grows! 

YII. 

Woe,  I  see  the  wild  wind  wreak 

Its  wrath  upon  thy  rosy  bloom, 
Winter  plow  thy  rounded  cheek, 

Cloud  and  darkness  close  in  gloom ; 
Blackening  over,  and  forever, 
Youth's  serene  and  silver  river ! 
Love  alike  and  Heauty  o'er. 
Lovely  and  beloved  no  more! 

VIII. 

Oh,  !Maid,  as  soars  an  oak  on  high, 

And  scorns  the  whirlwind's  breathf 
Behold  thy  Poet's  youth  defy 

The  blunted  dart  of  Death  ! 
His  gaze  as  ardent  as  the  light 

That  shoots  a'.hwart  the  lleaven» 
His  soul  yet  fiercer  than  the  light 

In  the  Ete.n  il  Heaven 
Of  Ilim,  in  whose  Creative  Sea 

Arise  or  sink  tho  island  stars — • 
Steers  Thought  along  Infinity, 

And  fears  but  this — its  bars  ! 
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IX. 

And  dost  thou  glory  so  to  think  ? 

And  heaves  thy  bosom  ? — Woe  ! 
This  Cup  which  lures  hiin  to  tho  brink. 
As  if  Divinity  to  drink, 

Has  poison  in  its  flow! 
Wretched,  oh,  wretched,  they  who  trust 
To  strike  the  God  spark  from  tho  dust  I 
The  mightiest  tone  the  Music  knows, 

The  chords  it  strains — in  shreds  will  tear ; 
And  Genius  wastes,  the  more  it  glows. 

The  light  with  which  it  gilds  the  air. 

Vowed  on  the  altar  of  the  abused  fire. 

The  spirits  I  raised  against  myself  conspire  I 

Fleet — yes,  I  feel  it — two  short  springs  away, 

And  oh,  for  me  no  spring  again  shall  bloom, 
O'er  me  shall  fall  this  tottering  house  of  clay, 

And  the  same  light  I  kindled  shall  consume. 

X. 

And  wecp'st  thou,  Laura  ? — No  !  forbid  the  tears 
Which  mourn  redemption  from  the  doom  of  years! 

Wrong  me  not,  Sinner  ! — shed  no  tears  for  me  .' 
Wouldst  thou,  whose  eyes  beheld  the  eagle  wing 
Of  my  bold  youth  through  air's  dominion  spring, 
Mark  my  sad  age  (life's  tale  of  glory  done) — 
Crawl  on  the  sod  and  tremble  in  the  sun  ? 
Hear  the  dull  frozen  heart  condemn  the  flame 
That  as  from  Heaven  to  youth's  blithe  bosom  came  , 
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And  see  the  blind  ejes  loathing  turn  from  all 
The  lovelj  sins  Age  curses  to  recall  ? 

Wrong  me  not,  Sinner  I — shed  no  tears  for  me  ! 
No,  let  the  flower  be  gathered  in  its  bloom 
And  thou,  young  Genius,  with  the  brows  of  gloom 

Quench  thou  Life's  torch  while  yet  the  flame  is 
strong ! 
Ev'n  as  the  curtain  falls  ;  while  still  the  scene 
Most   thrills   the   hearts  which   have  its    audience 

been  ; 
As  fleet  the  shadows  from  the  stac^e — and  loner 
When  all  is  o'er,  lingers  the  breathless  throng! 


THE   INFANTICIDE. 

I. 

HAEK   where   the   bells   toll,  chiming,  dull    and 
steady, 
The  clock's  slow  hand  hath  reached  the  hour  de- 
creed. 
Well,  be  it  so ! — Lead  on — my  soul  is  ready, 

Stern  Grave-companions — to  the  Doomsmanlead 
Now  take,  0  Avorld  I  my  last  farewell — receiving 
My  parting  kisses — in  these  tears  they  dwell ! 
Sweet  are  thy  poisons  while  we  taste  believing  ; 
Now   we   are    quits ! — heart-poisoner,    fare  the© 
well  I 
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n. 

Farewell,  ye  suns  that  once  to  joj  invited, 

ChangoJ  for  tlie  mold  beneath  the  funeral  shade  ; 
Farewell,  farewell,  thou  rosj  Time  delighted, 

Luring  to  soft  desire  the  careless  maid. 
Pale  gossamers  of  gold,  farewell,  sweet-dreaming 

Fancies — the  children  that  an  Eden  bore ! 
Blossoms  that  died  while  Dawn  itself  was  gleaming, 

Opening  in  happy  sunlight  never  more. 

III. 

Swan-like  the  robe  which  Innocence,  bestowing, 

Docked  with  the  virgin  favors,  rosy  fair, 
In  the  gay  time  when  many  a  young  rose  glowing 

Blushed  through   the    loose    train  of  the   amber 
hair. 
Woe,  woe!  as  wliite  the  robe  that  decks  m^  now— 

The    shroud-liko    robe    Hell's    destined     victim 
wears  ; 
Still  shall  the  fillet  bind  this  burning  brow-  - 

That  sable  braid  the  Doomsman's  hand  propoxft.%  ' 

IV. 

Weep  ye,  wlio  never  fell — for  whom,  unerring. 
The  soul's  white  lilies  keep  their  virgin  hue, 
Ye  who,  when  thoughts  so  danger-sweet  arc  stir- 
ring. 
Take  the  stern    strength  that  Nature  gives  the 
few ! 


THE    INTANTICrDB.  365 

Woe.  for  too  human  was  this  fond  heart's  feeling — 
Feclinirl — mv  sin's  avenp^cr^  doomed  to  bo: 

"Woe — for  the  false  man's  arm,  around  mo  i<tealing, 
Stolo  the  lulled  Virtue,  charmed  to  sleep,  from  me 

V. 
Ah,  he  perhaps  shall,  round  another  sighing, 

Of  me  forgetful,  sting  some  tender  breast — 
Gayly,  when  I  in  the  dumb  grave  am  lying, 

Pour  the  warm  wish,  or  speed  the  wanton  jest, 
Or  play,  perchance,  with  his  new  maiden's  tresses. 

Answer  the  kiss  her  lip  enamored  brings, 
When  the  dread  block  the  head  he  cradled  presses, 

And  high  the  blood  his  kiss  once  fevered  springs. 

VI. 

Thee,  Francis,   Francis,'   league   on   league,  shall 
follow 

The  death-dirge  of  the  Lucy  once  so  dear ; 
From  yonder  steeple,  dismal,  dull,  and  hollow 

Shall  knell  the  warning  hori'or  on  thy  ear. 
On  thy  fresh  leman's  lips  when  Love  is  dawning, 

And   the    lisped   music   glides    from   that    sweet 

W(^ll— 

Lo,  in  that  breast  a  red  wound  shall  be  yawning. 
And,  in  the  midst  of  rapture,  warn  of  hell! 


VII. 


Betrayer,  what!  thy  soul  relentless  closing 
— t 
24 


To  grief — the  woman-shame  no  art  can  heal— 
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To  that  small  life  beneath  mv  heart  reposing  ! 

Man,  man,  the  wild  beast  for  its  young  can  feel! 
ProLi/  flew  the  sails — receclins;  from  the  land, 

I  watched  them  waning  from  the  wistful  eve ; 
Round  the  gay  maids  on  Seine's  voluptuous  straTid, 

Breathes  the  false  incense  of  his  fatal  sigh. 

VIII. 

And  there  the  Babe !    there,  on  the  mother's  bosom 

Lulled  in  its  sweet  and  golden  rest  it  lay, 
Fresh  in  life's  morning  as  a  rosy  blossom. 

It  smiled,  poor  harmless  one,  my  tears  away. 
Deathlike  yet  lovely,  every  feature  speaking 

In  such  dear  calm  and  beauty  to  my  sadness. 
And  my  heart  cradled, — cradled  still,  in  breaking, 

The  softening  love  and  the  despairing  madness. 

IX. 

"  Woman,  where  is  my  father?" — freezing  through 
me, 
Lisped  the  mute  Innocence  with  thunder-sound  ; 
"Woman,    where    is   thy  husband?" — called    unto 
me. 
Mine   own   stern   heart,  from  out  its  deeps  pro- 
found. 
Alas,  for. thee  there  is  no  father's  kiss  ! — 
He  fondleth  other  children  on  his  knee. 
How  thou  wilt  curse  our  momentary  bliss, 
When  Bastard  on  thv  name  shall  branded  be  ! 
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Z. 

Thj  mother — oh,  %  hell  her  heart  concealeth, 

Lone-sitting,  lone  in  social  Nature's  All ! 
Thirsting  for  that  glad  fount  thy  love  revealeth, 

While  still  thy  look  the  glad  fount  turns  to  gall. 
In  every  infant  cry  my  soul  is  heark'ning 

The  haunting  happiness  forever  o'er, 
And  all  the  bitterness  of  death  is  dark'nin^ 

The  heavenly  looks  that  smiled  mine  eyes  before. 

XI. 

Hell,  if  my  sight  those  looks  a  moment  misses — 

Hell,  when  my  sight  upon  those  looks  is  turned— 
The  furies  now  avenge  in  thy  pure  kisses, 

That  slept  in  his  what  time  my  lips  they  burned. 
Out   from    their   graves   his   oaths    spoke    back  in 
thunder ! 

The  perjury  stalked  like  murder  in  the  sun — 
Forever— God  ! — sense,  reason,  soul,  sunk  under 

The  deed  was  done  ! 


XII. 

Francis,  0  Francis  !  let  the  specter  chase  thee 

Fly  league  on  league  upon  thy  hurrying  flight- 
In  the  dread  clasp  of  icy  arms  embrace  thee. 

And  mutter  thunder  in  thy  dream's  delight ! 

Down  from  the  soft  stars,  in  their  tranquil  glory, 

Let  thy  dead  infant  look  with  ghastly  stare  • 
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Lot  tlie  shape  haunt  thee  in  its  cerements  gorj, 
And  scourge  thee  back  from  heaven — its  homo  is 
there  I 

XIII. 

liifeless — how  lifeless  .' — see,  oh  see,  before  mo 

It  lies  cold — stiff  I — 0  God  .'--and  with  that  blood 
I  feel,  as  swoops  the  dizzy  darkness  o'er  me, 

Mine  own  life  minified — ebbin":  in  the  flood. 
Hark,  at  the  door  they  knock — more   loud   within 
me — 

!Mcre  awful  still — its  sound  the  dread  heart  gave  I 
Gladly  I  welcome  the  cold  arms  that  win  me — 

Fire,  quench  thy  tortures  in  the  icy  grave  ! 

XIV. 

Francis — a  God  that  pardons  dwells  in  heaven — 

Francis,  the  sinner — yes — she  pardons  thee — 
So  let  my  wrongs  unto  the  earth  be  given  : 

Flame,  seize  the  wood! — it   burns — it   kindles— 
seel 
There — there  his  letters  cast — behold  are  ashes  !— 

Ilis   vows — the    conquering   fire   consumes  them 
here  : 
ETis  kisses — see — see  all  are  onlv  ashes — 

All,  all — the  all  that  once  on  earth  were  dear ! 

XV. 

Trust  not  the  roses  which  your  youth  enjoyeth, 
Sisters,  to  man's  faith,  changeful  as  the  moon ! 
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Beauty  to  me  brought  guilt — its  bloom  destrojeth : 
Lo,  in  the  Place  of  Death  I  curse  the  boon  : 

Tears  in  the  headsman's   gaze — what   tears  ? — 'tia 
spoken  I 
Quick,  bind  mine  eyes — all  soon  shall  be  forgot— 

Doomsman — the  lilv  hast  thou  never  broken  I 
Pale  Doomsman — tremble  not ! 

1  "  Und  Empfindung  soil  mein  Eiclitschwert  seyn." 
A  line  of  great  rigor  in  the  originnl,  but  which,  if  literally  transla- 
ted, would  seem  extravagant  in  English. 
*  Joseph,  in  the  original. 

I^OTE. 

Tnr  poem  we  hare  just  concluded  was  greatly  admired  at  the 
time  of  its  first  publication,  and  it  so  far  excels  in  art  most  of  the 
earii.^r  efforts  by  the  author,  that  it  attains  one  of  thi;  higlK-st  secrets 
in  true  pathos;— it  produces  interest  for  the  t'/•^?/^<>(a/ while  creating 
terror  for  the  c/'ime.  This,  indeed,  is  a  triumpli  in  art  never  achieved 
but  by  the  highest  genius.  The  inferior  writer,  when  entering  upon 
the  grandest  stage  of  passion  (which  unquestionably  exists  in  the 
delineation  of  great  guilt  as  of  heroic  virtue),  tails  into  the  error 
either  of  gilding  the  crime,  in  order  to  produce  sympathy  for  tho 
criminal,  or,  in  the  spirit  of  a  spurious  morality,  of  involving  both 
crime  an<l  criminal  in  a  common  odium.  It  is  to  discrimination  be- 
tween the  doer  and  the  deed  that  we  owe  the  sublimest  revelations  of 
the  human  heart;  in  this  discrimination  lies  the  key  to  the  emotions 
produced  by  the  (Edipus  and  Macbeth.  In  the  brief  poem  before  us 
a  whole  drama  is  comprehended.  Marreh>us  is  the  completeness  of 
the  picture  it  presents — its  mastery  over  emotions  the  most  opposite 
—its  fidelity  to  nature  in  its  exposition  of  the  disordered  and  de- 
spairing niiiid  in  which  tenderness  becomes  cruelty,  and  remorse  for 
error  tortures  itself  intw  scarce  conscious  crime. 

But  the  art  employed,  though  admirable  of  its  kind,  still-falls  shoii 
of  the  perfection  which,  in  his  later  vvorks.  Schiller  asj-ired  to  achiere 
—viz.,  the  point  at  which  Pain  ceases.     Tho  tears   which  Tragic 
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Pathos,  when  purest  and  most  elevated,  calls  forth,  onght  not  to  .>? 
tears  of  f>ain.  In  the  id-^a'  world,  as  Seliiller  has  inculcated,  evet 
forrow  >li<nild  have  its  chann :  all  tli-.t  harrows,  all  that  revolts,  be- 
iouss  Imt  lo  th-it.  inferior  school  in  which  Schiller's  fu-ry  youth 
formed  ilM'lf  fnr  nulili-r  L'lades — ihe  srliiml  of  "Storm  and  Pri'^suro" 
{Sf'iiin  uiid  iJnnig.  as  the  Germans  liavo  expressively  disei-ihed  it). 
If  the  reader  will  compare  Schiller's  poem  of  "The  Infanticide" 
with  the  i)assagcs  which  represent  a  similar  crime  in  the  Medoa 
(and  the  author  of  Wallenstrin  deserves  comparison  even  with 
Enrii)i(k'S),  he  will  see  the  distinction  between  the  art  that  seeks  aa 
fJer.ated  emotion,  and  the  art  which  is  satisfied  with  creating  au 
intense,  one.  In  Euripides,  the  detail — the  reality — all  that  can  de- 
grade terror  into  pain — are  lofti'y  dismissed.  The  Titan  grandeur 
of  the  Sorceress  removes  us  from  too  close  an  approach  to  the  crime 
of  the  unnatural  Mother — the  emotion  of  pity  changes  into  awe — 
just  at  the  jiiteii  In- 'ore  the  cf»arse  sym[)athy  of  actual  pain  can  be 
ctfcete<l.  And  it  is  t.hi'  avuiliiiee  of  reality— it  is  the  all-purifying 
PreseiK-e  of  tin-  Ideal,  wliieh  make  tlie  vast  distinction  in  our  emo- 
tions lietwecii  following,  with  shocked  and  displeasing  pity,  the 
crnsiied,  broken  hearted,  mortal  criminal  to  the  scall'old,  and  gazing 
with  an  awe.  wlntdi  has  |ile;isure  of  its  own.  upon  the  nuirhty  Mur- 
'lercss — soaring  out  of  the  reach  of  humanity  upon  her  Dragon-Car! 
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ryPON  the  winged  winds,  among  the  rolling  worlds 
I  I  flew, 

Which,  by  the  breathing  spirit,  erst  from  ancient 
Chaos  grew ; 

Seekino;  to  land 

On  the  farthest  strand, 
Wherti  life  lives  no  longer  to  anchor  alone, 
And  gaze  on  Creation's  last  boundary-stone. 
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Star  after  star  around  me   now   its   sinning   youth 

iiprears, 
To  wander  through  the  firmament  its  day  of  thou- 
sand years — 

Sportive  they  roll 
Toward  the  charmed  goal; 
I'ill,  as  I  look'd  on  the  deeps  afar, 
The  space  waned — void  ol  a  single  star. 

On  to  the  Realm  of  Nothingness — on  still  in  daunt- 
less flight, 
Along  the  splendors  swiftly  steer  my  sailing  wings 
of  light; 

Heaven  at  the  rear, 
Paleth,  mist-like  and  drear; 
Yet  still  as  I  wander,  the  worlds  in  their  glee 
Sparkle  up  like  the  bubbles  that  glance  on  a  Sea  I 

And  toward  me  now,  the  self-same  path  I  see  a  Pil- 
grim steer  I 
"Halt,    Wanderer,  halt — and  answer   me — What, 
Pilgrim,  seek'st  thou  here  ?" 
"  To  the  World's  last  shore 
I  am  sailing  o'er, 
Where  life  lives  no  longer  to  anchor  alone. 
And  gaze  on  Creation's  last  boundary-stone." 

»  Thou  sail'st  in  vain — Return  !     Before  thy  puth, 

Infinity  I" 
♦*  And  thou  in  vain  ! — Behind  me  spreads  Infinity 

to  theo ! 
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Fold  thy  Tvings  drooping, 
0  Thouglit.  cftglc-swooping  ! — 
0  Fantas}'-,  anchor  1 — The  Voj-age  is  o'er  : 
Creation,  wild  sailor,  flows  on  to  no  shore  !'* 


ELEGY  OX  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUTH.* 
(Said  to  be  the  Poet  Weckherliii.) 

HEAVY  moans,  as  when  Nature  the  storm  is  ^.re- 
telling. 
From  the  Dark  House  of  Mourning  come  sad  on 
the  ear ; 
The  Death-note  on  high  from  the  steeple  is  knell- 


ing, 


And  slowly  comes  hither  a  youth  on  the  bier ; —  V 
A  youth  not  yet  ripe  for  that  garner — the  tomb  ; 

A  blossom  plucked  off  from   the   sweet   stem  of 
May, 
Each  leaf  in  its  verdure,  each  bud  in  its  bloom ; 

A  youth — with  the  eyes  yet  enchanted  by  day  : 
A  Son — to  the  Mother,  0  word  of  delight! 

A  Son — to  the  ]\Iother,  0  thought  of  despair  ! 
My   Brother,  my  friend! — To   the  grave    and   the 


night 


Follow,  ye  that  are  human,  the  treasure  we  bear. 

\'e  Pines,  do  ye  boast  that  unshattercd  your  boughs 
Brave  the  storm  when  it  rushes,  the  bolt  when  it 
falls? 
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Ve  Hill?,  that  the  Heavens  rest  their  pomp  on  your 
brows  ? 
Ye  lloavcn*;.  that  the   Suns  have  their  home  in 
your  halls  ? 
Does  the  Aged  exult  in  the  -works  he  has  done — 

The  Lidd(>rs  by  which  he  has  chmbed  to  llenown  : 
Or  the  Hero,  in  deeds  by  which  valor  has  won 

To  the  hights  where  the  Temple  of  Glory  looks 
down  ? 
When  the  canker  the  bud  doth  already  decay, 
Who  can  deem  that  his  ripeness  is  tVv-e  from  the 
worm : 
Who  can  hope  to  endure,  when  the  young- fade  away. 
Who  can  count  on  life's  harvest — the  blisfht  at 
the  germ  ? 

How  lovely  with  youth, — and  with  youth  how  de- 
lighted. 
His  days  in  the  hues  of  the  rose  glided  by  ! 
How  sweet  was  the  world  and  how  fondly  invited 
The  Future, — that  Fairy  enchanting  his  eye  ' 
All  life!  like  a  Paradise  smiled  on  his  "way. 

And.  lo !   see  the  Mother  weep  over  his  bed  ; 
See  the  gulf  of  the  Hades  yawn  wide  for  its  prey  ; 
See   the    shears   of  the    Parcse    gleam   over   the 
thread ' 
Earth  and  Heaven,  which  such  joy  to  the  living  one 
gave, 
From  his  gaze  darkened  dimly  ! — and  sadly  and 
sighing 
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The    3ying   one    shrunk  from    the   thought  of  the 
grave, — 
The  World,  oh  !   the   World  is  so  sweet  to  the 
dying 

Dumb  and  deaf  is  all  sense  in  the  Narrow  House! — 
deep 
Is  the  slumber  the   Grave's   heavy  curtains   in- 
fold ! 
How  silent  a  sabbath  eternally  keep, 

0  Brother — the  Hopes  ever  busy  of  old ! 
Oft  the  sun  shall  shine  down  on  thy  green  native 
hill, 
But  the  glow  of  his  smile  thou  shalt  feel  never 
more  ! 
Oft  the  west  wind  shall  rock  the  young  blossoms 
but  still 
Is  the  breeze  for  the  heart  that  can  hear  never 
more  I 
Love  gilds  not  for  thee  all  the  world  with  its  glow, 
Never  Bride  in  the  clasp  of  thine  arms  shall  re- 
pose ; 
Thou  canst  see  not  our  tears,  though  in  torrents 
they  flow. 
Those  eyes  in  the  calm  of  eternity  close ' 

Yet  hapj\i  — oh,  happy,  at  least  in  thy  slumber — 

Serene  is  the  rest,  where  all  trouble  must  cease  ; 
For  the  sorrows  must  die  with  the  joys   they  out 
number. 
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And  the  pains  of  the  flesh  with  its  dust — are  at 
peace  I 
The  tooth  of  sharp  Slander  thou  never  canst  feel. 

The  poison  of  Vice  cannot  pierce  to  thy  cell ; 
Over  thee  may  the  Pharisee  thunder  his  zeal, 

And  the  rage  of  the  Bigot  devote  thee  to  Hell ! 
Though  the  mask  of  the  saint  may  the  swindler  dis- 
guise ; 
Though  Earth's  Justice,  that  Bastard  of  Right, 
we  may  see 
At  play  with  mankind  as  the  Cheat  with  his  dies, 
As  now,  so  forever — what  matters  to  thee  ? 


Over  thee  too  may  Fortune  (her  changes  unknown) 
Blindly   give   to  her  minions  the  goods  they  de- 
sire; 
Now  raising  her  darling  aloft  to  the  throne, 

Now  hurling  the  wretch  whom  she  raised — to  the 
mire  ! 
Happy  thou,  happy  thou — in  the  still  narrow  ceil ! 

To  this  strange  tragi-comedy  acted  on  earth. 
To  these  waters  where  Bliss  is  defiled  at  the  well. 
To  this  lottery  of  chances  in  sorrow  and  mirth. 
To  this  rot  and  this  ferment — this   sloth   and  this 
strife, 
To  the  day  and  the  night  of  this  toilsome  repos(;, 
To   this   Heaven  full  of  Devils — 0  Brother  ! — tc 

LIFE — 

Thine  eyes  in  the  calm  of  Eternity  close  ! 
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Farc-tlioo-well,    fare-thce-well,    0    Belov'd   of    .he 
soul ! 
Our  yeanlings  shall  hallow  the  loss  wc  Jeploro ; 
Slumber  soft  in  the  Grave  till  wc  win  to  thy  goal — 
Slumber  soft,  slumber  soft,  till  wc  sec  thee  once 
more ! 
Till   the    Trumpet   that   heralds    God's  coming  iu 
thunder. 
Shall  peal  o'er  the  grave-mounds  that  circle  thy 
bed, 
Till  tlie  portals  of  Death  shall  be  riven  asunder. 
And  the  storm-wind  of  God  whirl  the  dust  of  the 
Dead; 
Till  the   breath   of  Jehovah    shall   pass   o'er   the 
Tombs, 
Till  their  seeds  spring  to  bloom  at  the  life  of  the 
Breath  ; 
Till  the  pomp  of  the  Stars  into  vapor  consumes, 
And   the    spoils  he  hath   captured  are  ravished 
from  Death. 


[f  not  in  the  worlds  dreamed  by  sages,  nor  given 

In  the  Eden  the  Multitude  hope  to  attain, 
If  not  where  the  poet  hath  painted  his  Heaven, 

Still,  Brother,  we  know  we  shall  meet  thee  jigain  I 
Is  there  truth  iii  the  hopes  vrhich  the  pilgrim  be- 
guile? 
Docs  the  thought  still  exist  when  Life's  journey 
is  o'er  ? 
Does  Virtue  ct):)duct  o'er  the  dioarv  defile  ? 
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Is  the  faith   we  have  cherished  a  dream  and  no 
more  ? 
Already  the  riddle  is  bared  to  thv  sight, 

Already  thy  soul  quaffs  thf  Truth  it  has  won, 
The  Truth  that  streams  forth  m  its  waters  of  light 
From  tho  chalice  the  Father  vouchsafes  to  the 
Son  ! 

Draw  near,  then,  0  silent  and  dark-gliding  Train, 

Let    the    feast    for    the    Mighty   Destroyer    be 
spread ; 
Cease  the  groans  which  so  loudly,  so  idly  complain, 

Heap    the   mold   o'er   the  mold — heap    the   dust 
o'er  the  Dead  ! 
God's  secret  decrees,  who  can  solve  or  impart? 

What  eye  can  the  boundless  abysses  explore  ? 
Holy  I — holy  I — all  holy  in  darkness  thou  art, 

0  God  of  the  Grave,  whom  our  shudders  adore  ! 
Earth  to  Earth  may  return,  the  material  to  matter. 

But  high  from  the  cell  soars  the  Spirit  above. 
Its  ashes  the  wind  of  the  tempest  may  scatter — 

For  ever  and  ever  endureth  its  love. 

'  Of  this  poem,  as  of  Gray's  divine  and  unequaled  Elegy,  it  may 
be  truly  said  that  it  abounds  in  thoughts  so  natural,  that  the  reader 
at  first  believes  they  have  been  oltcn  expressed  before,  but  his 
memory  will  not  enable  him  to  trace  a  previous  owner.  The 
whole  poem  has  the  rare  beauty  of  being  at  once  familiar  and  origi- 
aaL 
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THE   BATTLE 

HEAVY  and  solemn, 
A  cloudy  column, 
Through  the  green  plain  they  marching  came  1 
Measureless  spread, 
Is  that  table  dread, 
For  the  wild  grim  dice  of  the  iron  game. 
ShrMikingly  down  bend  the  looks  to  the  ground, 
And  the  heart  beats  loud  with  a  knelling  sound ; 
Pale  is  the  face  of  the  stoutest  man 
As  the  ]\Iajor  spurs  fast  by  the  ranks  to  the  van. 

"Halt!" 
And  fettered  they  stand  at  the  stark  command. 
Silently  halts  the  van  ! 

Proud  in  the  blush  of  morning  glowing, 
What  on  the  hill-top  shines  in  flowing  ? 
"  See  you  the  Foemau's  banners  waving  ?" 
*' "We  see  the  Foeman's  banners  wavins:!" 
"God  be  with  ye — children  and  wife  I" 
Hark  to  the  music — the  drum  and  the  fife. 
How  they  ring  through  the  ranks  which  they  rouso 

to  the  strife ! 
Thrilling  they  sound  with  their  glorious  tone. 
Thrilling  they  go  through  the  marrow  and  bon*^  1 
Brothers,  God  grant  when  this  life  be  o^er, 
In  the  life  to  come  that  we  meet  once   more! 
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See   tlio   smoke  how   the   lightning   is   cleaving 
asunder ! 
[lark  the  gnns,  peal   on   peal,   how  they   boom   in 

their  thunder! 
Quivers  the  eyelid,  as  round  and  round, 
From  rank  to  rank,  flies  the  signal  sound ; 
Shout  it  forth — shout  it  forth — to  the  life  or  the 

death ! 
Freer  already  breathes  the  breath  ! 

Death  has  broke  loose,  and  the  strife  is  begun. 
More  fast  through  the  smuke  comes  the  flash  of  thg 

gun  ; 
More  fast  through  the  vapor,  that  hangs  like  a  pall 
Do  the  iron  dice  fall. 


Nearer  they  close — foes  upon  foes. 
"  Ready  !" — from  square  to  square  it  goes, 

Down  on  the  knee  tliey  sank, 
And  the  fire  comes  sharp  from  the  foremost  rank 
Many  a  man  to  the  earth  it  sent, 
^[any  a  gap  by  the  balls  is  rent — 
O'er  the  corpse  before  springs  the  hinder-man. 
That  the  line  may  not  fail  to  the  fearless  van. 
To  the  right,  to  the  left,  and  wherever  ye  gaze. 
Goes  the  Dance  of  Death  in  its  whirling  mazo 
God's  sunlight  is  quenched  in  the  fiery  fight, 
Over  the  host  falls  a  brooding  Night  I 
Brothers,  God  grant  when  this  life  be  o^cr. 
In  the  lift  to  cojrie  that  we  meet  once  more! 
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The  dead  men  lie  bathed  in  the  wtltering  blood, 
And  the  living  are  blent  in  the  slippery  flood. 
And  the  feet,  as  they  reeling  and  sliding  go, 
Stumble  still  on  the  corpses  that  sleep  below. 
'*  What,  Francis  !"     "  Give  Charlotte  my  ki^t  farc- 

vrell." 
As  the  dving  man  murmurs,  the  thunders  swell— 

*'  I'll  give 0  God!  are  their  guns  so  near  ? 

Hoi  comrades! — yon   volley! — look    sharp    to   the 

rear  ! 

I'll  give  tliy  Charlotte  thy  last  farewell, 

Sleep   soft!    where    Death    thickest   descendeth   in 

rain, 
The  friend  thou  forsakest  thy  side  shall  regain  !" 
Ilitherward — thitherward  reels  the  fight. 
And  broods  o'er  the  battle  yet  darker  the  night. 
Brothers,  God  grant  when  this  life  he  o^er, 
In  the  life  to  come  that  ice  meet  once  more  ! 

Hark  to  the  hoofs  that  galloping  go  ! 

The  Adjutants  flying, — 
The  horsemen  press  hard  on  the  panting  foe. 

Their  thunder  booms  in  dying — 

Victory  ! 
The  terror  has  seized  on  the  dastards  all, 

And  their  colors  fall  I 

Victory ! 
Closed  is  the  bitter  but  glorious  fight: 
And  the  day,  like  a  conqueror,  bursts  on  the   night 
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Hark  to  the  music — the  drum  and  the  life, 

How  thoy  ring  with    the    triumph    that  follows  the 

strife  : 
Farciccll,  fallen  brothers,  though  this  life  he  o^er, 
Tfiere's  another^  in  which  wc  shall   7n,eet   you   ones 

more  ! 
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A  MOXUMEXT  of  Shame  to  this  our  time  ! 
Dishonoring  record  to  thy  mother  clime; 
Hail !      Grave    of    Rousseau  I — here    thy    troubles 

cease ! 
Thy  life  one  search  for  Freedom  and  for  Peace 
Thee,  Peace  and  Freedom  life  did  ne'er  allow  : 
Thy  search  is  ended,  and  thou  find'st  them  now  ! 
When  will  the  old  wounds  scar  ? — In  the  dark  age 
Perished  the  wise  ; — Light  comes — How  fares  the 

sajre 
The  same  in  darkness  or  in  light  his  fate, 
Time  brings  no  mercy  to  the  Bigot's  hate  ! 
Socrates  charmed  Philosophy  to  dwell 
On  Earth — by  false  philosophers  he  fell : 
Tn  Rousseau,  Christians  marked  their  victim — wi)ei 
Rousseau  enlisted  Christians  into  Men  : 
25 
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FRIENDSHIP; 
From  Letters  of  Julius  to  Eaj^hael,  an  nnpublishod  Notci. 

(The  Translation  does  not  adliere  to  the  meter  in  the  original,  •whicb 
would  be  very  unmusical  in  English.) 

FEW  rules  suffice  the  Mighty  Architect, 
0  Friend  ! — So  out  upon  the  thinkers  small, 
Forginf^  the  dull  laws  that  their  pains  dissect ! 

A  single  wheel  impels  the  springs  of  All, 
Matter  and  spirit — yea,  that  simple  Law 
Which,  called  AxTnACTiON,  here,  my  Xewton  saw. 

This  taught  the  spheres,  slaves  to  one  golden  rein, 
Their  radiant  labvrinths  to  weave  around 

Creation's  mighty  heart ;  this  made  the  chain. 
"Which,  into  interwoven  systems,  bound 

All  spirits,  streaming  to  tlie  spiritual  Sun, — 

As  brooks  that  ever  into  ocean  run  I 

Did   not   the    same    strong    mainspring    urge    and 
guide 

Our  Hearts  to  that  eternal  bond  of  love? 
Linked  to  thine  arm,  0  Raphael,  by  thy  side 

Ev'n  I  would  win  to  that  bright  goal  above  ; 
And,  through  perfection,  mine  c  wu  soul  complete 
For  that  last  light  where  all  perfections  meet. 

Happy,  0  happy — I  have  found  thee  ! — I 

Have  out  of  millions  found  thee,  and  e^nbraced  ; 
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Thee,  out  of  millions,  mine  ! — Let  earth  and  sky 

Return  to  darkness,  and  the  antique  waste — 
To  chaos  shocked,  let  warring  atoms  be, 
Still  shall  each  heail  unto  the  other  flee ! 

Do  I  not  find  within  thy  radiant  eyes 
Fairer  reflections  of  all  joys  most  fair  ? 

In  thee  I  marvel  at  myself — the  dyes 

Of  lovely  earth  seem  lovelier  painted  there  ; 

And  in  the  bright  looks  of  the  Friend  is  given 

A  heavenlier  mirror  even  of  the  Heaven  I 

Sadness  casts  ofi*  its  load,  and  gayly  goes 
From  the  intolerant  storm,  to  rest  awhile 

In  Love's  true  heart,  sure  haven  of  repose  ; 
Does  not  ev'n  joy,  tormented  by  its  smile, 

Impatient  seek  to  merge  itself,  and  die 

In  Friendship's  eloqu?nt  and  beaming  eye  ? 

In  all  Creation  did  I  jtand  alone, 

Still  to  the  rocks  my  dreams  a  soul  should  find, 
Mine  arms  should  wreathe  themselves  around   tha 
stone. 

My  grief  should  feel  a  listener  in  the  wind ; 
My  joy — its  echo  iu  the  caves  should  be  ! 
Fool,  if  ye  will — Fool,  for  sweet  Sympathy  ! 

Wt  are  dead  groups  of  matter  when  we  hate 
But  when  we  love  we  are  as  Gods  I — CTnto 

The  gentle  fetters  yearning,  through  each  state 
And  shade  of  being  multiform,  and  throuo:h 
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jMl  spirits  lower  than  the  Sire  of  all  ' 
Moves  the  same  impulse  to  the  godlike  thrall. 

Lo !  arm  in  arm,  through  every  upward  grade. 
From  the  rude  Mongol  to  the  staiTy  Greek 

(Who  the  fine  link  between  the  Mortal  made, 
And  Heaven's  last  Seraph) — everywhere  we  seek 

Union  and  bond — till  in  one  sea  sublime 

Of  Love  be  merged  all  measure  and  all  time ! 

Friendless,  the  Maker  ruled  His  lonely  sky  ; 

He  felt  the  want, — and  thus  created  Soul 
To  glass  His  bliss  :  Though  never  the  Most  High 

Saw  mate  nor  equal  in  His  wondrous  whole. 
Toward  Love,  their  source,  all  souls  attracted  flee ; 
And  from  that  chalice  foams  lufinitv.^ 

•  "All  spirits  one  degree  lower  than  the  infinite  spirit  are  my 
peers,  since  we  all  obey  one  principle." — Schiller's  Philosophica, 
Letters  from  Julhis  to  Rajjhael. 

2  A  literal  translation  of  tlie  last  two  lines  would  be  unintelligible, 
and,  indeed,  their  latent  meaning  and  connection  with  the  argument 
Jn  the  preceding  verses  are  not  perceptible  in  the  original,  and  hava 
perplexed  most  of  the  commentators.  I  have  thert-fore  resorted  to 
Schiller's  own  construction  of  his  general  intention,  as  it  is  found  in 
the  Phihisophical  Letters  from  Julius  to  Raphael,  in  which  the 
poem  was  first  inserted.    "  Every  i)erfection  in  the  universe  is  united 

in  God The  existing  form  of  Nature  is  an  optic  glass, 

and  all  the  activities  of  spirits  are  only  an  infinite  colur-play  of  thai 
divine  ray.  Should  it  ever  please  the  Almighty  to  shatter  thia 
prism,  then  the  barrier  betwixt  Himself  and  the  world  would  fall  to 

ruin;  all  spirits  wx)uld  disappear  into  one  infinite  spirit 

The  attraction  of  the  elements  gave  to  Nature  its  material  form ;  the 
Bttractioo  of  spirits,  multi()lied  and  continued  to  infinity,  must 
ftnally  lead  to  the  abolition  of  that  sepa:ation.     Such  an  attraction  is 
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Ix>ve.  Ijove  is  the  ladder  on  which  wo  climb  to  a  likeness  with 
God" — rhilosophical  Letters.  The  reader  who  would  thoroughly 
cojiiprehcDd  all  the  various  meanings  in  this  poem,  must  examine 
with  care  these  riiilos(ii>hical  Letters,  esiiccially  those  upon  Love 
and  God,  in  which  the  poem  (with  the  poet's  own  commenlary) 
occurs 
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HARK,  as  hoarse  murmurs  of  a  gathering  sea-  - 
As  brooks  that  hoAvling  through  black  gorges 

Groans  sullen,  hollo^v,  and  eternally, 

One  wailing  Woe ! 
Sharp  Anguish  shrinks  the  shadows  there  ; 
And  blasphemous  Despair 
Yells  its  wild  curse  from  jaws  that  never  close  ; 

And  ghastly  eyes  forever 

Pine  for  the  bridge  athwart  the  fordless  River, 
Swelling  with  tears  the  wave  that  mourning  flows. 

And  ask  each  other,  with  parched  lips  that  writhe 
Into  a  whisper,  "When  the  end  shall  be  ?" 

The    end ! — Lo,    broken    in    Time's    hand    the 
scythe, 
And  round  and  round  revolves  Eternity ! 
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ELYSIUM. 

PAST  the  despairing  wail — 
And  the  bright  banquets  of  the  Elysian  Vaie 
Melt  every  care  away  ! 
Delight,  that  breathes  and  moves  forever, 
Glides  through  sweet  fields  like  some  sweet  river  ! 

Elysian  life  survey  ! 
There,  fresh  with  youth,  o'er  jocund  meads. 
tlis  merry  west-wind  blithely  leads 

The  ever-blooming  May  I 
Through  gold-woven  dreams  goes  the  dance  of  the 

Hours, 
In   space  without   bounds    swell   the    soul  and  ita 
Powers, 
And  Truth,  with  no  vail,  gives  her  face  to  the 
day. 
And  joy  to-day  and  joy  to-morrow, 

But  waft  the  airy  soul  aloft; 
The  very  name  is  lost  to  Sorrow, 

And  Pain  is  Rapture  tuned  more  exquisitely  soft, 
ilere  the  Pilgrim  reposes  the  world-weary  limb, 
And  forgets  in  the  shadow,  cool-breathing  and  dim, 

The  load  he  shall  bear  never  more ; 
Here  the  Mo\\'er,  his  sickle  at  rest,  by  the  streams, 
Lulled  with  harp-strings,  reviews,  in  the  calm  of  his 
dreams, 
The  fields  when  the  harvest  is  o'er. 
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Here.  He,  whose  ears  drank  in  the  battle  roar, 
Whose  banners  streamed  upon  the  starth-d  wind 
A  thunder-storm,  before  whoso  thunder-tread 
The  mountains  trembled, — in  soft  sleep  reclined 

By  the  sweet  brook,  that  o'er  its  pebbly  bed 
In  silver  plays,  and  murmurs  to  the  shore, 
Hears  the  stern  clangor  of  wild  spears  no  more  . 
Here  the  true  Spouse  the  lost  belov'd  regains. 
And  on  the  enameled  couch  of  summer- plains 

Mingles  sweet  kisses  with  the  zephyr's  breath. 
Here,  crowned  at  last.  Love  never  knows  decay 
Living  through  ages  its  one  brid*'  iay 
Safe  from  the  stroke  of  Death 
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FRESH  breathes  the  living  air  of  dawning  day, 
The  young  Light  reddens  through  the  dusk^^ 
pines, 
Ogling  the  tremulous  leaves  with  wanton  ray : 
The  cloud-capt  hill-tops  shine 
With  golden  flame  divme, 
And  all  melodious  thrills  the  lusty  song 

Of  skylarks,  greeting  the  delighted  Sun, 
As  to  Aurora's  arms  he  steals  along  : — 
And  now  in  bright  embrace  she  clasps   the  Glow 
ing  One  I 
O  Light,  hail  to  thee  ! 
How  the  mead  and  the  lea 
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The  warmth  and  the  wave  of  thy  splendor  suftuso  ! 
How  silver-clear  sliiMiinor 
The  fields,  and  how  ^Ihnmer 
The    thousand   suns   glassed   in    the   pearl   of  tbf 
dews ! 
How  frolic  and  gay 
Is  young  Nature  at  play. 
Where  the  cool-breathing  shade  with  low  whispers 
is  sweet ; 
Sighing  soft  round  the  rose, 
The  Zephyr,  its  lover,  caressingly  goes. 
And  over  the  ]\Ieadow  the  light  vapors  fleet! 
How,  high  o'er  the  city  the  smoke-cloud  is  reeking. 
What   snorting    and   rattling,    and   trampling    and 
creaking ; 
Neighs  the  horse — the  bull  lows, 
And  the  heavy  wain  goes 
To  the  valley  that  groans  with  the  tumult  of  D:iy  ; 
The  life  of  the  Woodlands  leaps  up  to  the  eye — 
Tbe  Eagle,  the  Falcon,  the  Hawk,  wheel  on  high, 
Ou  the  wings  that  exult  in  the  ray  ! 
Where  shall  I  roam, 
0  Peace,  for  thy  home  ? 
With  the    staff  of  the  Pilgrim,  where  wander  to 
Thee  ? 
The  face  of  the  Earth, 
With  the  smile  of  its  mirth, 
I  fas  only  a  grave  for  me  ! 
liise,  rosy  Morn,  to  light  and  life  arise! 

Forest  and  field  with  purple  kisses  flushing, 
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Sink,  rosy  Eve,  with  flute-like  melodies 

The  weary  world  in  happy  slunil)ers  hushing. 

Morn,  in  the  world  thou  nuik'st  so  beautital 
But  one  dark  Burial-place  the  Pilgrim  kuow4  I 

0  Eve,  the  sleep  thy  melodies  shall  lull 
Is — but  my  long  repose  ! 
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CHILDREN  of  Suns  restored  to  youth, 
In  purflod  Fields  ye  dwell. 
Reared  to  deligVit  and  joy — in  sooth. 

Kind  Nature  loves  ye  well; 
Bright  Flora  decks  your  glorious  leaves 
From  Color's  woof  your  robe  she  weaves, 

And  broiders  it  with  light : 
Y^et  woe,  Spring's  harmless  Infants,  woe 
Your  life  no  soul  that  feels  can  know — 
Your  home  is  in  the  Night ! 

And  Nightingale  and  Skylark  sing 

To  you  of  blissful  Love, 
And  Sylphs,  that  wanton  on  the  wing 

Embrace  your  blooms  above  ; 
Woven  for  Love's  soft  pillow,  were 
The  chalice  crowns  ye  blushing  bear. 

By  the  Idalian  Queen  : 
Yet  weep,  soft  Children  of  the  Spring 
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The  feelings  Love  alone  can  bring 
To  you  denied  have  been ! 

But  me  in  vain  my  Laura's*  eyes, 

Her  ]\Iothor  hath  forbidden  ; 
For  in  the  buds  I  gather,  lies 

Love's  symbol-language  hidden- 
Mute  Heralds  of  voluptuous  pain, 
I  touch  ye — life,  speech,  heart,  ye  gain. 

And  soul,  denied  before  : 
And  silently  your  leaves  inclose 
The  mightiest  God  in  arch  repose. 
Soft- cradled  in  the  core  ! 

»  Xanny,  in  the  edition  of  Schiller's  collected  Works ;  bnt  Laure, 
when  the  poem  was  first  printed  in  the  Anthology.  In  the  earliei 
form  of  the  poem,  it  was  not,  however,  the  Poet  who  sent  the  flow 
ers  to  Laura,  but  Laura  who  sent  the  flowers  to  him. 


TO    THE    SPRING. 

WELCOME,  gentle  Stripling, 
Nature's  darling  thou ! 
With  thy  basket  full  of  blossoms, 

A  happy  welcome  now! 
Aha  ! — and  thou  returnest, 
Heartily  we  greet  thee — 
The  loving  and  the  fair  one, 
Merrily  we  meet  thee — 
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Rememberest  thou  mj  Maiden — 

That  face  canst  tliou  forget  ? 
She  loved  me  then,  the  Maiden  ! 

And  the  Maiden  loves  me  yet! 
For  the  Maiden,  many  a  blossom 

I  begged — and  not  in  vain  ! 
I  came  again,  a-bcgging, 

And  thou — thou  giv'st  again  ! 
Welcome,  gentle  Stripling, 

Nature's  darling  thou ! 
With  thy  basket  full  of  blossoms, 

A  happy  welcome  now ! 


TO    MINNA. 


I. 


DO  I  dream  ?  can  I  trust  to  my  eye  ? 
My  sight  sure  some  vapor  must  cover  ? 
Or,  there,  did  my  Minna  pass  by — 

My  Minna — and  knew  not  her  lover  1 
On  the  arm  of  the  coxcomb  she  crossed, 
Well  the  fan  might  its  zephyr  bestow  ; 
Herself  in  her  vanity  lost, 

That  wanton  my  Minna  ? — Ah,  no  ! 

II. 

In  the  gifts  of  my  love  she  was  dressed. 
My  plumes  o'er  her  summer  hat  quiver; 


^F"^ 
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The  ribbons  that  flaunt  in  her  breast 
flight  bid  her — remember  the  giver  ! 

And  still  do  they  bloom  on  thy  bosom, 
The  flow' rets  I  gathered  for  thee  ! 

Still  as  fresh  is  the  leaf  of  each  blossom, 
'Tis  the  Heart  that  has  faded  from  me  1 

III. 

Go  and  take,  then,  the  incense  they  tender  ; 

Go,  the  one  that  adored  thee  forget  ! 
Go,  thy  charms  to  the  Feigner  surrender, 

In  mv  scorn  is  mv  comforter  yet ! 
Go,  for  thee  with  what  trust  and  belief 

There  beat  not  ignobly  a  heart. 
That  has  strength  yet  to  strive  with  the  grief 

To  have  worshipped  the  trifler  thou  art  I 

IV. 
Thy  beauty  thy  heart  hath  betrayed — 

Thy  beauty — shame,  Minna,  to  thee  ! 
To-morrow  its  glory  will  face, 

And  its  roses  all  withered  will  be  ! 
The  swallows  that  swarm  in  the  sun 

Will  fly  when  the  north  winds  awaken. 
The  false  ones  thine  Autumn  will  shun, 

For  whom  thou  the  true  hast  forsaken  ! 

V. 

'Mid  the  wrecks  of  thy  charms  in  December, 
I  see  thee  alone  in  decay, 
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And  each  Spring  shall  but  bid  thee  remember 
IIi)\v  brief  for  thyself  was  the  May  ! 

Then  they  who  so  wantonly  Hock 
To  the  rapture  thy  kiss  can  ini])art, 

ShaF  sjoff  at  thy  winter,  and  mock 
Thy  beauty  as  wrecked  as  thy  heart ! 

VI. 

Thy  beauty  thy  heart  hath  betrayed — 

Thy  beauty — shame,  Minna,  to  thee  I 
To-morrow  its  glory  will  fade, 

And  its  roses  all  withered  will  be  ! 
Oh,  what  scorn  for  thy  desolate  years 

Shall  I  feel  I — God  forbid  it  in  mo  ' 
How  bitter  will  then  be  the  tears 

Shed,  Minna,  0  Minna,  for  thee  , 
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A    HYMN. 


BLESSED  through  love  are  the  Gods  ; — through 
lore 
Their  bliss  to  ourselves  is  given  , 
lleavenlier  through  love  is  the  heaven  above 
And  love  makes  the  earth  a  heaven. 


At  Pyrrha*s  rear  (as  sung 
The  Muse,  in  ages  gone), 


x4<^^ 


I 


894  POEMS    AND    BALLADS    OF    SCHILLEE. 

From  rocks  Creation  sprung, 

And  Men  leaped  up  from  stone, 
Rock  and  stone,  in  nii^lit 

The  souls  of  men  were  sealed, 
Heaven's  diviner  light 

Not  as  yet  revealed  ; 
As  yet  the  Loves  around  them 
Had  never  shone — nor  bound  thoin 

With  their  rosy  rings  ; 
As  yet  their  bosoms  knew  not 
Soft  song — and  music  grew  not 

Out  of  the  silver  strings  : 
No  gladsome  garlands  cheerily 

Were  love-y-woven  then  ; 
Back  to  Elysium  drearily 

Fled  Spring  itself  from  men  ;* 
The  morning 'rose  ungreeted 

From  Ocean's  joyless  breast ; 
Unbailed  the  evening  fleeted 

To  Ocean's  joyless  breast — 
Wild  through  the  tangled  shade, 
By  clouded  moons  they  strayed, 

The  iron  race  of  Men  ! 
No  sweet  mysterious  tears, 
That  yearned  for  starry  spheres, 

And  sought  a  God — were  then. 


Lo,  mildly  from  the  dark-blue  water 

Comes  forth  the  Heaven's  divinest  Daughter, 
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Borne  hy  the  Nymphs,  fair-floating  o'ei 

To  the  intoxicated  shore  I 
Like  ^laj — like  light-difFusing  Morn, 

A  power  of  light  and  bloom  was  given, 
Inwoven,  when  that  birth  was  born, 

Through  air  and  ocean,  earth  and  heaven. 

Blithe  Day  looked  down  on  forests  dim, 
And  laughed  to  light  their  midnight  grim  ; 

And  where  the  new-born  Venus  trod, 

She  Ifft  the  flow'ret  on  the  sod. 
KoAv,  pours  the  bird  that  haunts  the  eve 

The  earliest  song  of  love. 
And  now  the  waters  gently  heave, 

And  softly  murmur  love. 

0  blest  Pygmalion — blest  art  thou — 
It  melts,  it  glows,  thy  marble  now  ! 
0  Love,  the  God,  thy  world  is  won .' 
Embrace  thy  children,  Mighty  One. 


Blcs'Sed  through  love  are  the  Gods  ; — tlirough  love 

Their  bliss  to  ourselves  is  given  ; 
Ilearenlier  through  love  is  the  heaven  above. 

And  love  makes  the  earth  a  heaven. 


Where  the  nectar  bright  streams. 
Like  the  Dawn's  happy  dreams. 
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Eternally  one  holiday, 

The  life  of  the  Gods  glides  away. 

Throned  on  his  scat  sublime, 

Looks  He  whose  years  know  not  time ; 

At  his  nod,  if  his  anger  awaken, 

At  the  wave  of  his  hair  all  Olympus  is  shaken. 

Yet  He  from  the  throne  of  his  birth, 

Bowed  down  to  the  sons  of  the  earth. 

Through  dim  Arcadian  glades  to  wander  sighinj^, 

Lulled  into  dreams  of  bliss — 

Lulled  by  his  Leda's  kiss — 
Lo,  at  his  feet  the  harmless  thunders  lying! 

The  Sun's  majestic  coursers  go 

Along  the  Light's  transparent  plain. 
Curbed  by  the  Day-god's  golden  rein  ; 

The  nations  perish  at  his  bended  bow. 

Steeds  that  majestic  go, 
Shafts  from  the  bended  bow, 
Gladly  he  leaves  above — 
For  Melody  and  Love  ! 

Low  bend  the  dwellers  of  the  sky, 
When  sweeps  the  stately  Juno  by ; 
Proud  in  her  car,  the  Uncontrolled 

Curbs  the  bright  birds  th;-it  breast  the  air. 
As  flames  the  sovereign  crown  of  gold 

Amidst  the  ambrosial  waves  of  hair — 
l-^v'n  thou,  fair  Queen  of  Heaven's  high  throne, 
Jlast  Love's  subduing  sweetness  known  ; 
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From  all  her  state   the  Great  One  bends 
To  charm  the  Olympian's  bright  embraces, 

The  llcai-t-Inthraller  only  lends 
The  rapture-cesius  of  the  Graces! 


Blessed  through  love  are  the  Gods  ; — through  lov 

Their  bliss  to  ourselves  is  given  ; 
Heavenlier  through  love  is  the  Heaven  above, 

And  love  makes  the  earth  a  heaven. 


Love  can  sun  the  I:ealms  of  Xight — 
Orcus  owns  the  magic  might — 
Peaceful  where  She  sits  beside, 
Smiles  the  swart  King  <m  his  Bride  ; 
Hell  feels  the  sm.ile  in  sudden  light — 
Love  can  sun  the  Realms  of  Xight  I 


Heavenlv  o'er  the  startled  Hell, 
Holy,  where  the  Accursed  dwell, 

0  Thracian,  went  thy  silver  song  ! 
Grim  Minos,  with  unconscious  tears, 
^lelts  into  mercy  as  he  hears — 
The  serpents  in  Megara's  hair, 
Kiss,  as  they  wreathe  enamored  there  ; 

All  harmless  rests  the  maddin^r  thonjr ; — 
From  the  torn  breast  the  Vulture  mute 
Flies,  scared  before  the  charmed  lute — 
20 
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Lulled  into  sighing  from  their  roar 
The  dark  waves  woo  the  listening  shore — 
Listening  the  Thracian's  silver  song!- 
Love  was  the  Thracian's  silver  song  ' 

» 

Blessed  through  love  are  the  Gods  ; — through  love 

Their  bliss  to  ourselves  is  given ; 
Heavenlier  through  love  is  the  heaven  above. 

And  love  makes  the  earth  a  heaven. 

« 

Through  Nature,  blossom-strewing. 
One  footstep  we  are  viewing, 

One  flash  from  golden  pinions  ! 
If  from  Heaven's  starry  sea, 

If  from  the  moonlit  sky; 
If  from  the  Sun's  dominions. 

Looked  not  Love's  laughing  eye  ; 
Then  Sun  and  Moon  and  Stars  would  be 
Alike,  without  one  smile  for  me  I 

But,  oh,  wherever  Nature  lives 

Below,  around,  above — 
Her  happy  eye  the  mirror  gives 
To  thy  glad  beauty,  Love  ! 
Love  sighs  through  brooklets  silver-clear, 

Love  bids  their  murmur  woo  the  vale  ; 
Listen,  0  li.st !  Love's  soul  ye  hear 
In  his  own  plaintive  nightingale. 
No  sound  from  Nature  ever  stirs, 
But  Love's  sweet  voice  is  heard  with  hers! 
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Bold  Wisdom,  with  her  sunlit  eye, 
Retreats  when  Love  comes  whispering  by — 

For  Wisdom's  weak  to  Love  ! 
To  victor  stem  or  monarch  proud, 
[mperial  Wisdom  never  bowed 

The  knee  she  bows  to  Love  ! 

Who  through  the  steep  and  starry  sky, 
Went  onward  to  the  Gods  on  high. 

Before  thee,  hero-brave  ? 
Who  rent  the  Temple  vail  asunder. 
And  showed  Elysium  blooming  under 

The  abysses  of  the  Grave  J 
Her  lures  the  mortal  here  ensnare. 
Why  ? — but  to  make  immortals  there  I 
Would  the  weak  soul,  did  Love  forsake  her. 
E'er  gain  the  wing  to  seek  the  Maker  ? 
Love,  only  Love,  can  guide  the  creature 
Up  to  the  Father-fount  of  Nature; 
What  were  the  soul  did  Love  forsake  hor  ? 
Love  guides  the  Mortal  to  the  Maker' 


Blessed  through  love  are  the  Gods  ; — through  love 

Their  bliss  to  ourselves  is  given  ; 
Iluiivenlier  through  love  is  tlie  heaven  above. 

And  love  makes  the  earth  a  heaven. 


"  Tha  world  was  sad,  the  garden  was  a  wild, 
Ajid  Man,  the  Hermit,  sighed— till  Woman  smiled."— Campbell. 
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FORTUNE    AXD    WISDOM. 

IN  a  quarrel  with  her  lover 
To  Wisdom  Fortune  flew  : 
"  I'll  all  my  hoards  discover — 

Be  but  my  friend — to  you. 
Like  a  mother  I  presented 

To  one  each  fairest  gift, 
Who  still  is  discontented. 

And  murmurs  at  my  thrift. 
Come,  let's  be  friends.     What  say  you  ? 

Give  up  that  weary  plow; 
My  treasures  shall  repay  you, 

For  both  I  have  enow  !" 
"  Nay,  see  thy  Friend  betake  him 

To  death  from  grief  for  thee — 
He  dies  if  thou  forsake  him — 

Thy  gifts  are  naught  to  me  .'" 


TO    A   MORALIST. 

Tnz  difference  In  tone  between  this  youthful  effusion  and  the  se- 
rere  and  spiritual  strains  of  Schiller's  later  philosophy,    is  sufll- 

eiently  notable. 

ARE  the  sports  of  our  youth  so  displeasing 
Is  love  but  the  folly  you  say  ? 
Benumbed  with  the  Winter,  and  freezing, 
You  scold  at  the  revels  of  ^lay. 
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For  /OH  oncp  a  l  f mph  naa  uer  charms, 
And  oh  !  when  the  waltz  you  were  wreathing, 

All  Olympus  embraced  in  your  arras — 
All  its  nectar  in  Julia's  brefithing 

If  Jove  at  that  moment  had  hurled 

The  earth  in  some  other  rotation. 
AJnng  with  your  Julia  whirled, 

Vou  had  felt  not  the  shock  of  creation. 

Learn  this — that  Philosophy  beats 

Sure  time  with  the  pulse, — quick  or  slow 

A»  the  blood  from  the  heyday  retreats, — 
But  it  cannot  make  Gods  of  us — No  ! 

It  is  well,  icy  Reason  should  thaw 

In  the  warm  blood  of  Mirth  now  and  then, 

The  Gods  for  themselves  have  a  law 
Which  they  never  intended  for  men 

In  the  Flesh  a  companion  I  see  ; 

I  cannot  escape  it ; — who  can  ? 
It  forbids  me  an  angel  to  be, — 

I  follow  its  steps — to  be  Man  ! 


402  POEMS    AND     BALLADS    OF    SCHILLER. 

COlJjrT   EBP^RHARD,    THE    GROWLER    (DER 
GREIXER)    OF    WIJRTEMBPZRG. 

CccTNT  Kreriiard  reigned  from  lS44-iy?'.i.  His  ?un  Ulrirk  wns  ^© 
feated  belortj  IteuUing  in  1377,  and  fell  the  next  year  in  battle,  at 
Doffingeh,  near  Stuttgard,  in  a  battle  In  which  Eberhard  was  victo- 
rious. There  is  something  of  national  feeling  in  this  fine  war-song, 
composed  in  honor  of  the  old  Suabian  hero,  by  a  po(?t  himself  a 
Suabian. 

HA,  ha  ! — take  heed, — ha,  ha  !  take  heed — ' 
Ye  braggarts  South  and  North  ! 
For  men  and  warriors,  good  at  need, 
lu  peace  to  serve,  in  Avar  to  lead, 
The  Suabian  Land  brings  forth. 

Your  Frederick — Edvrard — Charles,  ye  boast, 

Yet  all  united  are, 
No  match  for  him  whom  we  can  boast — 
Count  Eberhard,  in  himself  a  host 

A  thunder-storm  in  war  ! 

A.nd  Ulrick,  too,  his  noble  son ; — 

When  war  raged  wild  and  free, 
How  blithe  was  Eberhard's  noble  son  ! 
When  once  the  clang  of  steel  begun, 

^o  foot-breadth  yielded  he  ! 

Tne  Reutling  men,  they  foamed  with  spite 

When  they  beheld  our  fame ; 
rhey  thought  themselves  our  match  in  might, 
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They  took  their  swords,  an;l  to  the  fi^Hjl 
They  girt  their  loins,  and  came. 

Out  Ulrick  went,  and  beat  them  not — 

To  Eberhard  ho  returned  ; 
One  angry  look  the  father  shot — 
And  when  that  look  young  Ulrick  got. 

He  wept  with  tears  that  burned  ! 

It  stung  his  heart — (ah,  rogues  beware.') 

It  gnawed  within  his  brain  ; 
And  by  his  father's  beard^  he  swore, 
With  many  a  burgher's  ruddiest  gore. 

To  lave  away  that  stain. 

Soon  came  the  hour  I  with  steeds  and  men 

The  battle-field  was  gay  ; 
Steel  closed  on  steel  at  Doffiugen — 
And  joyous  was  our  stripling  then. 

And  joyous  the  hurra  ! 

"  The  Battle  Lost  " — 'twas  thus  we  cried 

And.  swift  as  lightning  glances, 
When  rang  that  signal  far  and  wide, 
Through  streams  of  blood  we  ride,  we  ride, 

And  through  the  night  of  lances. 

On   li(m-like,  grim  Ulrick  sweeps — 

Bright  shines  his  hero-glave — 
Her  chase  before  him  Fury  keeps, 
Far  heard  behind  him,  Anguish  weep», 

And  round  him — is  the  Grave  ' 
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Woe — woe  !  it  gleams — the  saber-blow .' 

Behind  the  neck  it  sped — 
In  vain  the  shield  our  breasts  bestow ! — 
Alas  !  our  boast  in  dust  is  low  ' 

Count  Eberhard's  boj  is  dead  ' 

Grief  checks  the  rushing  Victor-van — 
Fierce  eyes  strange  moisture  know — 
On  rides  olU  Eberhard,  stern  and  wan, 
**  My  son  is  like  another  man — 
March,  children,  on  the  foe  !" 

And  fiery  lances  whirred  around, 

Revenge,  at  least,  undying — 
Above  the  blood-red  clay  we  bound — 
Hurra  !  the  burghers  break  their  ground, 
Through  vale  and  woodland  flying  I 

Back  to  the  camp  behold  us  throng, 

Flags  stream  and  bugles  play — 
Woman  and  child  with  cLoral  song, 
And  men.  with  dance  and  wine,  prolor  % 
The  warrior's  holiday. 

And  our  old  Count,  and  what  doth  he] 

Before  him  lies  his  son! 
Alone  within  his  tent  sits  he. 
And  from  his  eyes  falls  silently 

One  tear — that  mourns  his  son. 
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And  therefore  ever  sworn  to  stand 

By  that  great  Count  we  are  I 
HxS  might  is  in  itself  a  band — 
The  thunder  reste  in  his  right  hand  ; 

He  is  the  Suabian's  star. 

And  therefore  mark,  and  take  ye  heed, 

Ye  brafrsrarts  South  and  Korth  ! 
For  men  and  warriors,  good  at  need, 
In  peace  to  serve,  in  war  to  lead, 

The  Suabian  Land  brings  forth. 

»  "Don't  bear  the  head  too  high." 
"Ihr,  ihr  dort  aussen  in  der  Wei 
Die  Nasen  eirigespanntP 
»  Count  Eberhard  had  the  nickname  of  Rush-Beard,  from  the 
rustling  of  that  appendage,  with  which  he  was  favored  to  no  ordinarj 
extent. 


Wrrn  this  ballad  conclude  all  in  the  Firs*  Period,  or  Early  Poems 
which  Schiller  himself  thought  worth  preserving,  and  which  are 
retained  in  the  best  editions  of  his  col'  cted  works— except  the 
"  Sketch  of  Semele,"  which  ought  to  be  classed  a^mong  his  dramatic 
oompositiona. 
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FAREWELL    TO   THE    READEK. 
(Transferred  from  the^Third  Period.) 

I. 

THE  Muse  is  silent :  with  a  virgin  cheek. 
Bowed  with  the  blush  of  shame,  she  venture! 
near  ; 
She  waits  the  judgment  that  thy  lips  may  speak, 

And  feels  the  deference,  but  disowns  the  fear — 
Such  praise  as  Virtue  gives  'tis  hers  to  seek, 

Brip-ht  Truth,  not  tinsel  Folly  to  revere  ; 
And  he  alone  her  crowning  flowers  should  cull 
Whose  heart  with  hers  beats  for  the  Beautiful. 

II. 

iSIot  longer  yet  these  lays  of  mine  would  live 
Than  to  one  genial  breast  not  idly  stealing. 

There  some  sweet  dreams  and  fancies  fair  to  give, 
And  some  still  whispers  of  a  loftier  feeling. 

Not  for  the  far  Posterity  they  strive, 

Doomed  with    the    time  whose  shades  tlupy  are 
revealing, 

Born  to  record  the  moment's  smile  or  sigh, 

And  with  the  light  dance  of  the  hours  to  liy. 

111. 

Spring  wakes,  and  Life  in  all  its  youngest  hues 
Shoots  through  the  mellowing  meads  doliglilcdly  ; 
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Air  the  fresh  herbage  scents  with  nectar-dews, 
Livelier  the  choral  music  fills  the  sky : 

Youth  grows  more  young,  and  Age  itself  renews, 
In  that  Field-Banquet  of  the  ear  and  eye  : 

Spring  flies,  and  with  it  all  the  train  it  leads  ; 

And  flowers,  in  fading,  leave  us  but  their  seeds* 


THE  END. 


*'Remeiaber  Jacob  AhhotVs  sensible  ride  to  rjive  children  somethinr/  that 

they  are  growing  up  to,  not  aiouT/  from,  and  keep  down  the 

stock  of  children's  books  to  the  very  6e.s^." 


CLASSIC   JUYENILES 

BY    JACOB    ABBOTT, 

"The  Prince  of  Writers  for  the  Young.'" 


"  Jacob  Abbott's  books  con- 
tain so  much  practical  wisdom 
concerning  the  evei-y-day  life 
of  children,  and  so  many  les- 
sons in  honor,  truthfulness, 
and  courtesy,  that  they  should 
not  be  left  out  of  the  libraries 
of  boys  and  girls."  —  From 
"Books  for  the  Young,"  conv- 
piled  by  C.  M.  Heu'lUs,  Libra- 
rian of  the  ^Hartford  Library 
Association . 


ABBOTT'S     A3IERICAN     HISTORIES    FOR    YOUTH.      8  vols. 

Illustrated  by  Dailey,  Ilerrick,  Chapin,  and  others.     12mo §10.00 


I.  Aboriginal  America. 
11.  Discovery  of  America. 

III.  The  Southern  Colonies. 

IV.  The  Northern  Colonies. 

THE   ROLI.O   BOOKS.     14  vols. 

Rollo  Learning  to  Talk. 
Rollo  Learning  to  Read. 
Rollo  at  Work. 
Rollo  at  Play. 
Rollo  at  School. 
Rollo's  Vacation. 
Rollo's  Experiments. 


V.  Wars  of  the  Colonies. 
VI.  The  Revolt  of  the  Colonies. 
VII.  The  War  of  the  Revolution. 
VIII.  George  W^ashington. 


Illustrated.    16mo 14.00 

Rollo's  Museum. 

Rollo's  Travels. 

Rollo's  Correspondence. 

Rollo's  Philosophy  —  Water. 

Rollo's  Philosophy  —  Air. 

Rollo's  Philosophy  —  Fire. 
Rollo's  Philosophy  —  Sky. 


THE  JONAS   BOOKS. 

Jonas  a  Judge. 
Caleb  in  Town. 
Caleb  in  the  Country. 


G  vols.     Illustrated.     16mo 6.00 

Jonas's  Stories. 

Jonas  on  a  Farm  in  Summer. 

Jonas  on  a  Farm  in  Winter. 


THE  LUCY   BOOKS.    « vols.     Illustrated.     IGino 6.00 


Lucy  Among  the  Mountains. 
Lucy's  Conversations. 
Lucy  on  the  Sea  Shore. 


Lucy  at  Study. 

Lucy  at  Play. 

Stories  Told  to  Cousin  Lucy. 


August  and  Elvie. 
Hunter  and  Tom. 


AUGUST  STORIES.    4  vols.    Illustrated.     16mo o/M 

Schooner  Mary  Ann, 
Granville  Valley. 

4  vols.    Illustrated.     16mo 

Juno  on  a  Journey. 
Mary  Osborne. 


JUNO   STORIES. 

Hubert. 

Juno  and  Georgie 


5.00 


Jacob   Abbott's  Classic  Juveniles. 


•*  The  republication  by  the  house  of  Thomas  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.  of  thirty-four 
volumes  of  Jacob  Abbott's  Books  for  Children,  is  an  event  deserving  more  than 
ordinary  meJition  in  a  journal  that  aims  to  be  a  chronicle  of  educational  progress 
iu  our  country.  For  a  long  generation,  now  quite  lifty  years,  these  charming  and 
thoroughly  whoJesome  little  volumes  have  been  appearing,  year  by  year,  for  the 
eutertainment  and  instruction  of  thousands  of  children  of  all  ages  ;  including  a 
great  many  people  who  have  found  the  heart  of  their  childhood  renewed,  under 
gray  hairs,  as  they  glanced  over  the  homely  adventures  of  Rollo,  or  the  straight- 
forward stories  of  Jonas,  and  saw  the  old  world  of  the  New  England  of  half  a 
century  ago  once  more  around  them.  In  18.34,  Jacob  Abbott,  a  young  minister 
of  Koxbury,  Mass.,  wrote  the  first  simple  story  of  the  series  M'hich,  under  the 
title  of  the  '  Hallo  Books,'  afterwards  grew  to  the  three  dozen  handsome  juve- 
uiles  now  republished.  Without  striking  features  of  any  sort,  with  no  glare  of 
unusual  brilliancy,  and  nothing  sensational,  they  struck  the  keynote  of  a  genuine 
American  child's  literature.  Like  his  predecessor,  Peter  Parley  (S.  G.  Goodrich), 
he  dealt  exclusively  with  American  life  as  he  found  it  in  the  country  in  the  New 
England  States,  And  this  feature  Ave  regard  one  of  the  most  valuable  in  these 
writings.  They  are  to  the  country  life  of  New  England  Avhat  the  poetry  of 
Crabbe  was  to  the  common  rural  life  of  uis  day.  Were  every  other  book  sunk  in 
the  sea,  it  would  be  possible  for  the  historian  to  reconstruct  a  complete  picture 
of  the  common  life  of  the  New  England  of  fifty  years  ago  from  this  series  of 
juveniles.  In  reading  the  history  of  the  American  Revolution  in  this  series,  we 
are  struck  with  the  author's  ability  to  tell  a- plain  story  and  bring  out  the  points 
most  interesting  to  the  young  in  natural  relief."  —  Journal  of  Education. 

"  We  welcome,  aiul  we  thiidc  the  present  juvenile  generation  will  Avelcome, 
T.  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.'s  republication  of  this  series  of  juvenile  classics.  The  '  Rollo ' 
and  the  '  Lucy  '  and  '  Jonas '  Books  are  written  with  only  the  children  within  the 
writer's  horizon,  as  the  children  Avere  first  in  the  Avriter's  heait.  Some  years  ago 
the  NeAV  York  Xafion  called  for  a  reprint  of  the  '  Rollo  Books,'  and  placed  them 
among  the  beet,  if  it  did  not  declare  them  to  be  absolutely  the  best  of  all  modern 
juveniles."  —  Christian  Union. 

"After  all,  can  any  neAV  books  for  children  — do  any  — have  qiiite  the  charm 
of  these  old  favorites?  Oh,  there  never  Avere  such  books  as  these  in  their  day  ; 
and  there  arc  some  Avise  heads  avIio  maintain  that  there  never  have  been  their 
like  since.  The  author's  faculty  for  arresting  attention  by  means  of  common 
things  and  turning  it  to  instructire  uses,  amounts  almost,  if  not  quite,  to  genius." 
—  Literarii  IVorld. 

"  No  recent  publication  is  likely  to  meet  a  more  cordial  reception  among  young 
people  than  the  reprint  of  Jacob  Abbott's  Avorks  just  issued  by  Messrs.  T.  Y. 
CroAvell  &  Go.  Good  juvenile  literature  is  one  of  the  most  urgent  demands 
of  the  time.  Delightfully  refreshing  as  they  Avere  to  a  generation  noAV,  in  a 
sense,  beyond  them,  they  have  not  yet  become  stale  to  the  imvitiated  mind  of 
youth.  The  boy  or  girl  of  to-day  Avill  devour  theni  Avith  the  snme  eagerness,  the 
same  healthy  and  unfailing  relish  Avith  Avhich  they  AA'ere  originally  received  by 
his  parents.  The  American  History  is  equiiUy  admirable  in  its  own  Avay,  and 
boys  and  girls  desiring  a  simple,  lucid,  interesting  recital  of  American  History 
will  look  in  vain  for  a  book  better  suited  to  their  need."  —  N.  Y.  School  .Toni~nr>'. 


Tliomas  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.,  13  Astor  Place,  New  York. 


POPU-LAK    POETS. 


Crowell's  Favorite  Illustrated  Edition. 


WITH    DESIGNS    BY 


Taylor,  Merrill,  Woodward,  Schell,  Gifford,  Garrett,  Hayden,  . 

and  other  eminent  artists. 

Printed  on  fine  Calender-fJ  1%!  »ai-,  bound  in  attractive  Btyle  for 
Holiday  Gifts.  Sq.  8vo,  Gilt  Edge,  S>3.5G  per  vol.  Full  Mor.  Antique 
or  Tree  Calf,  S8.00. 


Aurora  Leigh. 

Browning  (!Mrs.)- 

Browning  (Robert). 

Burns, 

Byron. 

Dante. 

Favorite. 

Faust. 

Goldsmith. 

Lalla  Rookh. 

Lady  of  the  Lake. 


IvAy   of  the  Last 
Minstrel. 

LUCILE. 

Marmion. 

^Ieredith  (Owen). 

Milton. 

Moore. 

Scott. 

Swinburne. 

Tennyson. 


The  iHustrations  for  these  volumes  are  deserving  of  especial  mention, 
having  been  prepared  at  great  expense,  a  large  proportion  of  them 
engraved  by  Geo.  T.  Andrew-  whose  work  on  "  The  Cambridge  Book  of 
Poetry"  adds  so  much  to  its  value. 

The  paper,  printing,  and  binding  are  also  first-class  in  all  respects,  and 
no  eiTort  has  been  spared  to  make  this  series  attractive  and  popular. 

The  price  has  also  been  fixed  at  a  low  rate,  in  order  to  insure  the  favor 
of  the  public  ;  and  it  is  hoped  that  this  line  of  Poets  will  prove  adapted 
tjo  the  wants  of  those  desiring  attractive  books  at  popular  prices. 


Thomas  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.,  13  Astor  Place,  :N  \. 


A  most  Reliable  and  Valuable  Book  of  Reference, 


A  DICTIONARY 


OF 


QUOTATIOI^S  FROM  THE  POETS. 

Based  upon  Bohn's  Edition,  with  numerous  additions  from  American  autbora. 

Carefully  revised  and  corrected,  with  Index  of  Authors  and 

Chronological  Data,  and  a  Concordance  Index 

to  Every  Passage  in  the  Volume. 

INTRODUCTOKY  PREFACE  BY  R.  H.  StODDABD. 


'  Crown  8to,  768  pp.,  $2.50.    Interleaved  Edition,  $3.50. 


Especial  care  has  been  taken  to  insure  accuracy  of  text,  the  copy  having  been 
compared  with  author's  text  before  putting  in  type,  and  again  verified  by  com- 
paring the  proof-sheets  with  the  original  text,  so  that  each  quotation  has  been 
verified  not  only  by  the  compiler,  but  also  by  an  expert  employed  for  this  pur- 
pose. 

Extract  from  Introductory  Preface. 

*'  I  have  examined  this  Dictionary  of  Poetical  Quotations  carefully,  and,  bearing 
in  mind  the  multitude  of  difficulties  which  must  have  beset  the  making  of  it,  1  can 
honestly  say  that,  in  my  opinion,  they  have  been  triumphed  over  by  the  maker. 
This  Dictionary  of  Poetical  Quotations  ought  to  be  the  best  that  has  yet  been 
compiled,  partly  because  it  is  the  latest,  and  partly  because  it  covers  more 
ground  and  embraces  more  poets  than  any  other.  I  agree  with  Oldys  in  regard 
to  the  qualifications  necessary  in  an  editor  of  poetic  anthologies,  and  that  they 
are  largely  possessed  by  the  I'eader-general  for  mankind  who  has  digested  what- 
ever is  most  exquisite  in  our  poets  into  this  Dictionary  of  Poetical  Quotations." 

^,     .,  -..^        ,-  T         on   looo  ^'  ^-  STODDARD. 

The.  Century y  New  Iokk,  June  20,  18S3. 

From  the  Editor's  Preface. 

"  The  present  work  is  the  American  version  of  the  latest  edition  of  Bohn's 
Dictionary  of  Poetical  Quotations.  It  largely  represents  American  authors,  and 
embraces  many  additions  from  English  writers.  All  the  quotations  have  been 
carefully  compared  Avith  the  author's  text,  not  one  being  included  the  accuracy 
of  which  has  not  been  verified.  Full  references  have  been  supplied  in  every  in- 
stance. 

"The  quotations  from  Shakespeare's  Plays  have  been  verified  by  Charles 
Knight's  text,  and  those  from  his  Poems,  by  Mrs.  H'orace  Howard  Furness's 
Cftncordance  to  Shakespeare  ;  those  from  the  Old  Dramatists  by  Eoutledge's 
edition  ;  and  those  from  other  authors,  by  the  best  editions  of  their  works. 

"  Subjects  have  been  grouped,  and  full  cross-references  have  been  made. 

"  Every  quotation  has  been  consecutively  numbered,  and  a  Concordance  Inaex 
added,  giving  the  prominent  words  in  each  extract  twice  or  more,  so  that  every 
passage  can  he  readily  referred  to. 

"The  places,  and  dates  of  birtli  and  death  are  given,  with  the  authors'  names, 


A  Dictiouary  of  Quotations  from  the  Poets. 

in  an  Index  showing  the  quotations  from  each  writer.  In  long  poems  the  lines 
have  been  counted,  and  the  exti'acts  verified  by  a  reference  to  the  exact  passage. 
'*  It  is  believed  that  by  these  methods,  and  by  the  great  care  observed  in  proof- 
reading, this  volume  will  approve  itself  to  the  tastes  and  necessities  of  the  ordi 
nary  reader,  as  well  as  to  all  literary  and  studious  persons,  containing,  as  it  does, 
so  choice  a  representation  of  English  verse." 


Notices  of  the  Press. 

"This  handsome  volume  of  770  pages  seems  to  include  about  everything  neces- 
sary for  the  use  of  the  student  or  professional  reader  in  the  matter  of  poetical 
quotation.  Thousands  of  young  people,  during  the  closing  years  of  their  school- 
life,  need  such  a  dictionary  of  the  poets  as  this,  with  carefully-selected  passages 
under  appropriate  headings,  a  copious  index  of  quotations,  and  such  an  invalu- 
able index  of  authors  as  the  book  contains.  The  present  Avork  appears  to  us  to 
meet  the  requirements  of  the  great  mass  of  readers  of  poetry  better  than  any 
that  has  fallen  under  our  observation. — Journal  of  Education. 

"  The  system  of  indexing  by  numbering  the  passages,  and  referring  to  them  by 
numbers  in  the  Index  of  Auihora  and  General  Index  is  a  very  thorough  piece  of 
work." —  Good  LUerature. 

"The  highest  ambition  of  the  compiler  in  this  kind  of  work  should  be  accuracy, 
good  judgment  in  the  selection  of  quotations,  and  their  arrangement,  on  all 
these  points  the  compilation  stands  strong,  and  cannot  fail  to  prove  highly  use- 
ful."—  Independent. 

"Not  only  very  comprehensive,  but  is  also  admirably  indexed  and  arranged." 

—  Christian  Union. 

"  Those  who  have  need  of  poetical  quotations  Avill  find  nothing  more  completely 
adapted  to  their  desires  than  this  book.  "We  know  of  none  as  good  —  Bohn's 
edition  has  no  index." —  Christian  Intelhgencer. 

"  The  more  competent  the  critic  who  examines  it  the  heartier  will  be  his  favor- 
able verdict."  —  Congregattonulist. 

"  The  commendation"  of  K.  H.  Stoddard,  which  is  embodied  as  a  preface,  is  a 
sufficient  testimonial  to  its  merits."  —  Boston  Pilot. 

"  For  variety,  fullness  of  illustration  of  each  topic,  scope,  and  value  of  the 
quotations,  the  work  is  superior  to  any  other  with  which  I  am  acquainted.  It 
should  find  a  place  in  every  library."  —  Cynis  Northrop),  Prof .  of  lihetoric  and 
English  Literature  tn  Vale  College. 

"It  has  been  compiled  with  excellent  judgment  and  evidently  with  great  care, 
and  is  printed  and  indexed  in  a  way  to  satisfy  the  most  exacting.  It  is  a  useful 
aiid  attractive  book." — Prof.  Eduin  H.  (iriffin,  ]]'iUioms  College,  Mass. 

"  It  seems  to  be  unusually  full  and  accurate.  I  tested  it  on  various  critical 
passages,  and  found  it  always  correct."  —  Prof.  Wm.  Hand  Broirne,  JoIdis  Hop- 
Icins  Unirersitg.  '    . 

"A  work  which  will  add  materially  to  onr  stock  of  useful  works  of  reference." 

—  IVm.  E.  Foster,  Librarian  Pror.  Puhlic  Librari/. 

"  A  vast  improvement  iipon  Bohn's  original  compendium."  —  E.  C.  Stedman. 

"  Highly  creditable  to  the  compiler's  taste,  industry,  and  accuracy."  —  John  G. 
Whittier. 

"  Contains  a  vast  amount  of  quotable  vers;',  and  appears  to  be  faithfully  in- 
dexed." —  Olirer  Wendell  Holmes. 

"An  exceptionally  thorough  and  conscientious  work,  showing  a  catholicity  of 
taste  that  adds  greatly  to  its  value.  A  careful  search  through  the  most  f;imiliar 
passages  has  revealed  no  errors,  a  fact  that  is  extremely  creditable."  —  Tlios.  S. 
Collier. 

"  The  volume  well  deserves  a  place  in  every  working  library,  and  will  be  found 
useful  by  all  readers  and  students. —  Boston  Journal. 

"  A  treasure-house  of  high  thoughts,  elegantly  expressed.  It  will  be  found  ex- 
ceedingly useful  for  reference.  —  Portland  Transcript. 


Thomas  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.,  13  Astor  Place,  New  York. 


An  Elega7it  Holiday  Volume  of  Poetical  Selections, 


THE 


dambridge  Book  of 


oeti'j}  and 


I: 


:^p^'\i^w 


Selected  from  English  and  American  Authors. 

Collected  and  edited   by  Chaulotte   Fiske    Bates,  of  Cambridge, 
compiler  of  ''  The  Longfellow  Birthday  Book," 
"  Seven  Voices  of  Sympathy,"  etc. 

With  a  Steel  Portrait  of  Longfellow, 
and  l(i  fnll-page  illustrations,  from  origi- 
nal designs  by  Churcli,  Fredericks,  Diel- 
man,  Scliell,  Murphy,  Gifford,  Smillie, 
Harry  Fenn,  and  others.  Engraved  by- 
George  T.  Andrew. 

Over  900  pp.  Royal  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,    $5 

"  "  ('  -Uf  •^J.  rj 

hi.  morocco,  gilt,     7 

"        "  "  full  morocco,  gilt,  10 

__^^^^  In  a  work  of  this  character  great  liter- 

i:      '        -^^>-i'^^'5^^^P'     ary  taste  and  discrimination  are  required 
b':     I  1*^  %i4t-' tj's^m^MM.     to  successfully  winnow  the  chaff  from 

the  wheat.  For  this  task,  Miss  Bates 
has  proved  herself  peculiarly  fitted,  and 
has  given  mtich  time  and  labor  to  gather 
in  one  volume  such  selections  as  are 
worthy  of  a  place  among  the  choicest 
poetry  of  the  English  langiiage. 

The  collection  is  especially  full  and 
complete  in  extracts  from  living  Ameri- 
can authors,  many  of  whom  are  represented  in  no  other  compilation  ; 
while  care  has  been  taken  to  include  those  also  without  which  a  work  of 
this  description  would  be  incomplete. 

Especial  care  has  also  been  taken  to  have  the  text  accurate  and  free 
from  typographical  errors,  the  copy  having  been  carefully  revised  by 
the  compiler  and  competent  proof-readers.  The  indexes,  three  in  num- 
ber, are  minute  and  complete  in  every  respect,  and  leave  nothing  to  be 
desired  in  tliis  particular.  The  arrauf/ement  of  the  poems  is  on  a  plan 
wholly  different  from  that  commonly  pttrstied;  the  authors  being  placed 
alphabeticallj^  and  all  the  extracts  from  each  author  will  be  found  in  one 
section  instead  of  being  scattered  through  the  book  under  different  head- 
ings. It  is  believed  this  featttre  will  prove  a  great  convenience  to  those 
who  may  use  the  work  for  reference. 

The  )ll(istraf.i'>ns  have  been  designed  by  some  of  the  best  and  most  emi- 
nent artists  in  this  country,  exjiressli/  for  this  book,  and  are  sitperior  to 
anytliing  ever  before  attempted  in  any  similar  work.  The  engraver  has 
faithfully  reproduced  the  drawings  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  the  artists, 
and  the  value  of  the  book  is  greatly  enhanced  by  these  beautiful  speci- 
mens of  American  art. 

The  whole  work  has  been  faithfully  performed,  both  in  the  matter  of 
the  preparation  of  the  material  and  of  mechanical  execution,  including 
the  presswork  and  the  bhiding,  all  of  which  combine  to  give  it  that  stand- 
ard character  which  it  lias  been  the  aim  of  the  publishers  to  produce. 

For  Sale  by  all  Booksellers. 

Thomas  Y.  Ciowell  &  Co.,  13  Astor  Place,  N.Y. 


A  Volume  which  fairly  Rivals  all  others  in  the  Field. 

The   Cambridge    Book 


OF 


POETRY   AND    SONG. 

An  Elegant  Volume  of  Poetical  Selections,  from  English  and 

American  Authors. 

Collected   and    Edited   by    CHARLOTTE    FISKE    BATES,    compiler   of   the 

"  Longfellow  Birthday  Book,"  etc. 

With  Steel  Portrait  of  Longfellow,  and  16  full-page  Illustrations  from  original 
Designs  by  Church,  Dielman,  Fredericks,  Fenn,  Gifford,  jMurphy, 
ScHELL,  Smillie,  and  others.  Engraved  by  Geo.  T.  Andrew.  Over  900 
pages  royal  8vo. 


Cloth,  Full  Gilt $5.00 

Full  Mor.,  Gilt 10.00 


Half  Mor.,  Gilt  Top     ....  $7,50 
Tree  Calf,  Gilt 12.00 


•'Eminently  useful  as  a  book  of  reference  for  those  who  write  and  those  who 
are  making  a  special  study  of  poetical  literature."  —  Boston  Transcript. 

"The  editor  has  shown  admirable  literary  taste  and  a  wise  discrimination  in 
making  the  selections."  —  Journal  of  Education. 

"  A  collection  that  will  earn  for  itself  a  recognized  and  almost  special  place 
Miss  Bates  has  done  her  "work  with  notable  ta^ste  and  judgment."  —  Boston 
Pilot. 

"  The  most  valuable  Holiday  Book  that  has  yet  come  to  hand.  The  editor  has 
done  her  work  with  taste  and  judgment."  —Boston  Globe. 

"  No  finer  artistic  work  has  been  done  in  Boston  this  year."  —  Independent. 

"  A  very  valuable  and  very  attractive  volume."  —  Literary  World. 

"Full  and  accurate  indexes  make  this  a  complete  as  well  as  beautiful  vol- 
ume." —  N.   Y.  Observer. 

"  The  volume  is  attractive  in  its  binding,  and  pretends  to  something  more  than 
attractiveness  in  its  press-work."  —  Sjjrinyjield  llepublican. 

"  The  work  is  a  handsome  specimen  of  book-making."  —  Christian  Union. 

"The  illustrations  are  particularly  good  for  a  work  of  this  class."  —  Boston 
Advertiser. 

"  The  work,  in  its  mechanical  execution  and  illustrations,  is  one  of  the  hand- 
somest we  have  seen."  —  Pub.  Weekly. 

"  We  prefer  this  new  collection  to  any  heretofore  made,  as  an  ample,  complete, 
and  rich  collection."  —  Interior. 

"  Especially  valuable  for  its  liberal  selection  from  the  minor  poets  who  do  not 
figure  in  previous  anthologies."  —  E.  C.  Stedman. 

"  We  have  looked  through  the  volume  pretty  carefully,  and  believe  that  it  is  one 
of  the  best  collections  of  English  poems  to  be'found  in  the  language."  —  Chicago 
JV.  W.  Chris.  Adv. 

"  Miss  Bates  is  known  as  the  best  compiler  in  the  country.  I  shall  give  the 
volume  an  honorable  place  in  my  library."  —  John  Ci.  Whittier. 

"  One  of  the  most  elegant  and  valuable  holiday  books  for  the  coming  season." 
—  Zlon's  Herald. 
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Agents  Wanted.  13  Aster  Place,  New  York. 


THE    OJSiLY  COMPLETE   LINE    OF  POETS   PUBLISHED  IN 

THIS   COUNTRY. 

CROWELL'S 

RKD    LINE    POETS. 


59  Volumes.    12mo.    Per  Volume,  $1.25. 


Gilt  Edges,  Red  Lixe  Borders,  Illustrated, 
I  AND  Elegaxtlv  Boukd  in  new  and  beautiful  designs. 

The  New  Designs  for  the  covers  are  especially 
attractive  and  in  keeping  with  the  superior  quality  of 
paper,  presstcor':  and  bindinri,  which  combine  to  make 
this  series  so  jusUy  popular  with  the  trade  and  the 
general  public,  whose  demands  during  the  past  j'ear 
have  severely  taxed  our  ability  to  supply  promptly. 

We  would  call  special  attention  to  our  new  ALLI- 
iATOR  LEATHER   BIN  DINGS,  which  will  prove 
;in  attractive  feature,  and  are  olTered  at  very  low 
rates. 

The  following  now  comprise  the  list:  — 


*AuRouA  Leigh. 
*BuowxiNG  (Mrs.). 
-Browning  (Robert). 
•Burns. 
*Byron. 

Campbell. 

Chaucer. 

Coleridge. 

Cook  (Eliza). 

COWPER. 

Crabbe. 

Dante. 

Drvden. 

*Eliot  (George). 
*Favorite  Poems. 
*Faust  (Goethe's). 

Goethe's  Poems, 
*Goldsmith. 
*Hemans. 

Herbert. 


Hood. 

Iliad. 

Irish  Melodies. 
Mean  Ingelow. 

Keats. 

*Lady  of  the  Lake. 
*Lalla  Rookh. 
*Lay  of  the  Last  Min- 
strel. 

*LUCILE. 

Macaulay. 
*Marmion. 
♦Meredith  (Owen). 
^Milton. 

MuLOCK  (Miss). 
*Moore. 

Odyssey. 

OSSIAN. 

Pilgrim's  Progress. 
Poetry-  of  Flowers. 


*POE  (Edgar  A.). 

Pope. 
♦Procter. 

^'Red  Letter  Poems, 
*RossETTi  (Dante  G.). 

Sacred  Poems. 
♦Schiller. 

*SCOTT, 

^Shakespeare. 
*Shelley. 

Shipton  (Anna). 

Spenser. 

Surf  and  "Wave. 
*swinburne. 
*Tennyson. 

Thomson. 

Tupper. 

Virgil. 

White  (Kirae). 
*  Words  WORTH. 


The  above  are  also  furnished  with  Plain  Edges,  not  Illustrated,  at  $1.0« 
per  volume. 

Those  marked  with  an  asterisk  (*)  furnished  in  Alligator  Leather,  at  §3,00 
per  volume. 

For  Sale  hij  all  Booksellers. 

Thomas  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.,  13  Astor  Place,  N.  Y. 
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